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(signed)  D.  5.  Laidlaw, 
President,  administering  the  Government. 
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TOT  HE 

Lord  VISCOUN  T 


FALKLAND: 


^  _ _ _  _  | 

My  Lord, 


X  A  HEN  firft  it  entred  into  my 
\ f  VV  Thoughts  to  make  this  Preten. 

▼  »  to  your  Lordfhip,  I  received  aot 

only  Encouragement,  but  Pleafure,  fince  upon 
due  examination  of  my  felf,  I  found  it  was 
not  x  bare  Prefumption,  but  my  Duty  to  the 
remembrance  of  many  ,  extraordinary  Favours 
which  I  have  received  at  Your  hands. 

For  heretofore  having  had.  the  Honour  to  be 
near  You,  and  bred  under  the  fame  Difcipline 
with  You,  I  cannot  but  own,  that  in  a  great 
meafure  I  owe  the  fmall  (hare  of  Letters  I  have 
to  Your  Lordfhip.  For  Your  Lordfhip’s  Ex* 
ample  taught  me  to  be  afham’d  of  Idlenefsy 
and  I  firft  grew  in  love  with  Books,  and  learnt 
to  value  them,  by  the  wonderful  Progrels  which 
even  in  Your  tender  Years  You  made  in  them  ; 
fo  that  Learning  and  Improvement  grew  daily 
more  and  more  lovely  in  my  Eyes,  as  they  fiione 
in  You. 


Y  our 


The  Epiflle  Dedicatory. 

Your  Lordfhip  has  an  extraordinary  Reafon 
to  be  a  Patron  of  Poetry,  For  Your  great  Father 
loved  it.  May  Your  Lordfljip’s  Fame  and  Em* 
ployments  grow  as  great ,  or  greater  than  his 
were;  and  may  Your  Vertues  find  a  Poet  to  re¬ 
cord  them,  equal  (if  poflible)  to  that  great 
*  Genius  which  lung  of  him.  *  Mr.  mticr 

MY  (lender  humble  Talent  muft  not  hope  for 
it ;  for  You  have  a  Judgment  which  I  muft  al¬ 
ways  fubmit  to,  a  general  Goodaels  which  I  ne* 
ver  (to  its  worth)  can  value:  And  who  can 
praile  that  well  which  he  knows  not  how  to 
comprehend  ? 

Already  the  Eyes  and  Expectations  of  Men. of 
the  beft  Judgment  are  fix’d  upon  You  :  For 
wherefoever  You  come,.  You  have  their  Atten* 
tion  when  prefent,  and  their  Praile  when  You 
are  gone  :  And  I  am  fure  (if  I  obtain  but  Your 
Lord  fhip’s  Pardon)  I  (hall  have  the  Congratula¬ 
tion  of  all  my  Friends,  for  .  having  taken  this  op¬ 
portunity  to  exprefs  my  (elf 

Your  Lordfhifs 

Kpooa  fmw  3vOi  fii 

moH  Humble  Servant, 

I  homas  Otway. 
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Spoken  by  Hfit SBetiWton. 

S  '  "“tr  *"'.‘1’*  i'.C  W,f5f 

IN  Ages  pafi,  (when  will  thofe  times  renew  ? 

When  Empires  flourijli  d,  fo  did  Poets  too. 

When  Great  Auguftus  the  World's  Empire  held,  ;\V. 
Horace  and  Ovid’s  happy  V erfe~tx<eU'cL  4  ;  >  [•  *  ,• 

OvidV  foft  Genius  and  his  tender  Arts 
Of  moving  Nature,  melted  hardeft  Hearts . 

It  did  th' Imperial  Beauty^  Julia,  move 
to  liften  to  the  Language  of  his-  Love. 

Her  Father  honour'd  him  :  And  on  her.  Breaft,- .  ")  * 

With  ravijh'd  fenfe  in  her  Embraces  preft ,  '  •  ** 

He  lay  tranfported ,  fancy  full  and  bleft.  * 

Horace5;  lofty  Genius  boldlier  rear'd  ^  . 

Hk  manly  Head ,  and  through  all  Nature  fleer  d  *7  >  .  * 

Her  riche fi  V lea  fares  in  hk  Verfe  refin'd, 

And  wrought  'em -to  the  reliflj  of  the  Mind . 

He  lafh'd  with  a  true  Poet  s  fearlefs  Rage 
The  Villainies  and  Follies  of  the  Age . 

Therefore  Meccenas  that  great  Fav'rite  rais'd 
Him  high ,  and  by  him  was  he  highly  prais'd . 

Our  Shakefpe.ar  wrote  too  in  an  Ageasbleft , 

Ther  h  apple  fi  Poet  /of  his  time ,  and  beft, 

A  gracious  Princess  Favour  chear'd  his  Mufe% 

A  confiant  Favour  he  ne'er  fear'd  to  lofe . . 

Therefore  he  wrote  with  Fancy  unconfind. 

And  Thought;  that  were  Immortal  as  his  Mind* 

And  from  the  Crop  of  his  luxuriant  Pen 
E'er  fence  fucceeding  roets  humbly  glean. 

Though  much  the  moft  unworthy  of  the  Throng, 

Our  this  day's  Poet  fears  h'has  done  him  wrong . 

Likg  greedy \ Beggars  that  fteal  Sheaves  away , 

Ton'll  find  h'has  rifl'd  him  of  half  a  Play  . 

Amid  ft -this  bafer  Drofs  you'll  fee  it  fhine 
Mofi  beaut  if  A,  amazing,  and  Divine . 

To  fitch  low  Shifts  of  late  are  Poets  worn , 

Whilfl  we  both  Wit's  and  Cx  far's  Abfence  nloyr%. 

Oh !  when  will  he  and  Poetry  return  ? 

When  [hall  we  there  again  behold  him  fit 
*  Mid' ft  jhining Boxes  and  a  Courtly  Pit ,  f 

The  Lord  af  Hearts,  acd  Preft  dent  of  Wit  ? 

When 'that  hie  ft  Day  [quick,  may  it  come)  appear  f, 

Hk  Cares  once  banifh  d  and  his  Nation's  Fears 3 


« • 

,\vu\c 


*\w ttCurtCft 

.flail 
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.phi 


The  joyful  Mufes  on  their  Hills  (hull  flrtg 
Triumphant  Songs  of  Britain’;  happy  King. 
Plenty  and  Peace  J halt  flourifli  in  our  Jfle, 

And  all  things  likf  the  Englilh  Beauty  fmile. 
You,  Criticks',  (hall  forget  your  natral  Spite,  -> 
And  Poets  with  unbounded  Fancy  write.  r 
Ev’ts  This*  day's  Poet  (hall  be  alter'd  quite  :  ''  - 

His  Thoughts  more  loftily  and' freely  flow ; 

And  he  himfelf  ,  whilfl  you  his  Ferfe  allow’,  f 
As  much  tranfporttd  as  he's  humble  now, 


Perfons  repreferited. 


Men 

Casus  Marjus 
SyUa. 

Marius  ■fnnior. 
Granius. 

Metellus. 

Quintus  Pompeius. 
Ginnt. 

Sulpitius. 

Ancharius ,  a  Senator. 
Prieft. 

Apothecary. 

Pompeius’s  Son. 
Guards,  Liftors, 
Ruffians,  &c. 

f 

Women 

Lavinia 

Nurfe. 


By 

Mr.  Betterton. 
Mr.  Will'ums . 
Mr.  Smith . 
Mr.  Percivdta 
Mr.  Gillow. 
Mr.  Williams. 
Mr  of ev  on. 
Mr.  Underhill. 


By 

Mrs.  Barry. 
Mr.  Noakes. 
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Caius 


ACT  I.  SCENE  I. 

i 

Within.  Liberty!  Liberty!  Marins  and  Snlpitiufy 
Liberty!  Liberty  !  Liberty  1  &c. 

Enter  Metellus,  Antonius,  Cinna,  and  Senators . 

#  . 

MetelK^  IT  J  Hen  will  the  Tutlar  Gods  of  Rome  awake, 
V/V/  To  fix  the  Order  of  our  wayward  State, 

V  f  Thaf  we  may  once  more  know  each  other;  know  v 
Th’ extent  of  Laws,  Prerogatives  and  Dues*  , 
The  Bounds  of  Rules  and  Magiftracy  5  who 
Ought  firft  to  govern,  and  who  muft  obey  ? 

It  was  not  thus  when  God-like  Scipio  held 
The  Scale  of  Power;  he  who  with  template  poife 
Knew  how  to  guide  the  People’s  Liberty 
In  its  full  bounds,  nor  did  the  Nobles  wrong. 

For  he  himfelf  was  one - 

Cinna.  He  was  indeed, 

A  Noble  born,  and  ftilHn  Rome  there  are 
Mo  ft  worthy  Patrons  of  her  ancient  Honour* 

Such  as  are  fit  to  fill  the  Seat  of  Pow’r, 

And 


r  The  Bifiory  find  Fall 

And  awe  this  riotous  unruly  Rabble, 

That  bear  down  all  Authority  before  ’em, 

Were  we  not  fold  to  Ruine.  _ 

Mctcll.  Cinna  there 

Thou’lt  hit  my  Mark:  We  are  to  Ruine  foldj 
all  things  fold }  Voices  are  fold  in  Rome: 

And  yet  we  boalt  of  Liberty. I  {juft ‘Gods ! 

That  Guardians  of  an  Empire  fhould  be  chofen 
By  the  iewd  neife  of  a  Licentious  Rout ! 

The  Hurdieft  Drinker  makes  the  ablell  Statefman. 

u4mon.  Would  it  not  anger  any  true  born  Roman, 

To  fee  the  giddy  Multitude  together. 

Never  confulting  who  5tis  beft  deferves. 

But  who  fealts  higheft  to  obtain  the  Suffrage  ? 

As  ’tis  not  many  Years  liqge  two  Great  Men 
In  Rome  flood  equal  Candidates  together, 

Forhigh  Command :  In  every  Houfe  was  Riot. 

To  day  the  drunken  Rabble  reel  to  one ; 

To  morrow  they  were  mad  agen  for  t’other  \ 

Changing  their  Voices  with  their  Entertainment : 

And  none  could  guefV on nwhoiirtherhoice  weukPfettle  y 
Till  at  the  laft  a  Stratagem  was  thought  of. 

A  mighty  Veflel  of  Fajernian  Wine 

Was  brought  into  the  Forum  crown’d  with'  Wreaths 

Of  Ivy  facred  to  the  Jolly  God. 

The  Manlier* people  roar’d  aloud  for  Joy  : 

.  When  lireight  the  Candidate  himfelf  appears 
In  pomp,  to  grace  the  Prefent  he  had  made  ’em. 

The  Fools  all  gap’d.  Then  when  a  while  he  had 
With  a  ftnooth  Tale  tickled  their  AfTes  Ears, 

B’at  both  ends  tapp’d  his  Butt,  and  got  theConfulfhip. 

CjHfia.  This  Curfe we  owe  to  Marius's  Pride, 

That  made  him  h.rit  moll  bafely  bribe  the  People 
For  Conful  in  the  War  againft  Jugurtha  2 
Where  he  went  out,  Metellus ,  your  Lieutenant. 

And  how  the  Kindnefs  was  return’d,  all  know. 

J  never  lov’d  his  rough  untoward  Nature, 

And  wonder  fucb  a  Weed  got  growth  in  Rom. 

MmU.  What  fays  my  Cinna  ? 

Cinna.  That  Hike  noiMarw, 

Nor  love  him— - 

Mmli  There  Rome's*  better  Genius  fpoke. 

Let  us  confult  and  weigh  this  Subject  well. 

Q  Romans,  he’s  the  Thorn  that  galls  us  all. 

Our  harrafs’d  State  is  .crippled  with .  the  weight 
Of  his  Ambition:  We’re -not  fafe  in  Mariy,  •  •  , 
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Do  I  not  know  his  Rife,  his  low  beginning, 

From  what  a  wretched  defpicahle  Root 

His  Greatnefs  grew  ?  Gods  \  that  a  Peafant’s  Brat, 

Born  in  the  outmoft  Cottages  of  Arpos7 
And  fofter’din  a  Corner,  ihouid  by  Bribes, 

By  Covetoufnefs,  and  all  the  hateful  means 
Of  working  Pride,  advance  his  little  Fate 
So  high,  to  vaunt  it  o’er  the  Lords  of  Rome ! 

Anton .  Ambition,  raging  like  a  Damn  in  him, 

Diftorts  him  to  all  ugly  forms,  fhe’as  need  to  ufe. 

In  his  firft:  ftart  of  Fortune,  Oh  how  vile 
Were  his  Endeavours  and  Submiffions  then  ! 

When  fuing  to  be  chofen  firft  Edilis, 

He  was  by  general  Vote  repuls’d,  yet  bore  It » * 

And  in  the  fame  day  fiiamefully  return’d, 

.  T’obtain  the  fecond  Office  of  that  Name- 
Equal  was  his  fuccefs,  deny’d  in  both  : 

Yet  could  he  condefcend  at  laft  to  ask 
The  Praetorfhip,  and  but  with  Bribes  got  that. 

Yet  this  is  he  that  has  difturb'd  the  World, 

Rome's  Idol,  and  the  Darling  of  her  Wilhes. 

Metell,  1  muft  confefs  it  burthens  much  my  Age, 

To  fee  the  Man  I  hate  thus  ride  my  Country : 

For,  Romans ,  I  have  mighty  Caufe  to  hate  him. 

I  was  the  firft  (and  I  am  well  rewarded) 

That  lent  my  hand  to  raife  his  feeble  State. 

When  firft  l  made  him  Tribune  by  my  Voice, 

I  thought  there  might  be  fomething  in  his  Nature 
That  promis’d  well.  His  Parents  were  moft  honeft? 

And  ferv’d  my  Father  juftiy  in  their  Truft. 

Then  as  his  Fortunes  grew,  when  I  was  Con ful, 

And  went  againft  Jngurth&  into  Afric 
I  took  him  with  me  one  of  my  Lieutenants. 

’Twas  there  his  Pride  firft  (hew’d  it  felfin  A&ions, 

Oppreft  my  Friends,  and  robb’d  me  of  my  Honour. 

Cinn.  The  Story’s  famous.  Bafe  Ingratitude, 

Diifimulatioo,  "Cruelty,  and  Pride? 

111  Manners,  ignorance,  and  all  the  Ills 
Of  one  bafe  born,  in  Marins  are  join’d. 

Me.ell  Ev’n  Age  can’t  heal  the  rage  of  his  Ambition* 

Six  times  the  Conful’s  Office  has  he  born: 

How  well,  our  prefent  Difcords  belt  declare. 

Yet  now  agen,  when  time  has  worn  him  low, 

Confum’d  with  Age,  and  by  Difeafes  prefs’d. 

He  courts  the  People  to  be  once  more  chofen, 

To  lead  the  War  againft  King  Mithridates . 

**  B  An 
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Anton .  For  this  each  day  he  rifes  with  the  Sun, 

And  in  the  Field  of  Mars  appears  in  Arms. 

Excelling  all  our  Youth  in  warlike  Exercife : 

.He  Pvides  and  Tilts,  and  when  the  Prize  h%&  won, 

He  brings  it  back  with  Triumph  into  Rowe, 

And  there  prefents  it  to  the  fordid  Rabble  ; 

Who  fhoutto  Heaven,  and  cry,  Let  Marius  live. 

Maell.  He  (hall  not  have  it,  by  the  Gods  he  Iball  not. 
There  is'  a  Roman ,  noble,  juft  and  valiant, 

Syllas  his  Name,  fprung  from  the  ancient  Stock 
Of  the  Cornelii ,  bred  froro’s  Youth  in  War, 

FiuOrd  with  Succefs,  and  of  a  Spirit  bold, 

And,  more  than  all;  hates  Marius,  flill  hasYrofl 
His  Pride,  and  clouded  ev’n  his  brighuft  Triumphs : 

He's  Conful  now.  Then  let  us  all  retolve, 

And  fix  on  him,  to  check  this  Havocker, 

That  with  his  kennel  of  the  Rabble  hunts 
Our  Senate  into  Hole$,  and  frights  our  Laws. 

Cinna.  Agreed  for  Sylla. 

Ail.  All  for  Sylla. 

Meiell.  Nay, 

This  Monfter  Marius,  who  has  us’d  me  thus, 

Ev’n  now  would  wed  his  Family  with  mine, 

And  asks  my  Daughter  for  his  hated  Off  fpring. 

But,  for  my  Wrongs,  Lavinia  (hall  be  Syllas. 

My  eldeftborn,  her,  and  the  belt  of  all 
My  Fortune  I’ll  confirm  on  him,  to  crufii  the  Pride 
Of  this  bafe-born,  hot*  brain’d,  Plebeian  Tyrant. 

Amon.  Now  Rome  s  laft  Stake  of  Liberty  is  fee, 

And  muff  be  pufn’d  for  to  the  Teeth  of  Fortune. 

Cim.  Then  Cains  Marim  (hall  not  have  the  Confulfhip^ 
Mctell.  No,  I  wou  d  rather  be  Sulyitms  Slave, 

That  furious  Headlong  Libertine  Snlpitius, 

That  mad  wild  Bull,  whom  Marim  lets  loofe 
On  each  occafionwhen  he’d  make  Rome  feel  him. 

To  tofs  our  Laws  and  Liberties  i’th’Air. . 

Anton .  That  lawlefs  Tribune  then  mull  be  reduc’d. 
Unhing’d  from  off  the  power  that  holds  him  up, 

His  Band  of  full  fix  hundred  Roman  Knights, 

All  in  their  Youth,  and  pamper’d  high  with  Riot, 

Which  he  his  Guard  againft  the  Senate  calls; 

Tall  wild  young  Men,  and  fit  for  glorious  Mifchiefs. 

Meiell.  Fear  nothing,  let  but  Sylla  once  have  Pow’r. 
And  then  fee  how  like  Day  he’ll  break  upon  ’em, 

And  fcatter  all  thofe  Goblins  of  the  Night,- 
Coafufloivs  Night,  wherein  the  dark  Diforders 
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Of  a  divided  State,  Men  know  not  where 
Or  how  to  walk,  for  fear  they  lofe  their  way, 

And  (tumble  upon  Ruine.  Mark  the  Race 
Of  SylU’s  Life  5  obferve  but  what  has  paft. 

How  (till  h'has  born  a  Face  againfl;  this  Marius, 

And  kept  an  equal  ftretch  with  him  for  Glory. 

Cinn.  H’has  in  the  Capitol  an  Image  fet 
Of  Gold,  in  honour  of  his  own  Atchievement  ; 
Wherein’s  defcribed  how  the  Numidian  King 
Gave  up  Jugurtha  Prifoner  to  SylU, 

And  all  in  fpite  of  Marius.  Oh  now , 

If  you  are  truly  Roman  Nobles,  wake, 

Refume  your  Rights,  and  keep  your  Sylla  Conful. 
Courage,  Nobility,  and  innate  Honour, 

Juftice  unbyafs’d,  the  true  Roman  Spirit, 

Prefence  of  Mind,  and  refolute  performance 
Meet  all  in  Sylla. 

Metell.  Let’s  agree  for  Sylla. 

Enter  Marius  fenior ,  Marius  junior ,  Granius, 

Marius  fen.  There  Rome's  Daemons  go. 

Like  Witches  in  ill  Weather,  in  this  Storm 
And  Tempeft  of  the  State  they  meet  in  Corners, 

And  urge  Deftru&ion  higher :  for  this  end 
They’ve  rais'd  their.  Imp,  their  dear  Familiar  Sylla , 

To  crofs  my  way,  and  flop  my  Tide  of  Glory, 

If  l  am  Cains  Marius ,  if  I’m  he 

That  brought  Jugurtha  chain’d  in  Triumph  hither  \ 

If  1  am  he  that  led  Rome  s  Armies  out, 

Spent  all  my  years  in  Toil  and  cruel  War, 

Chill’d  my  warm  Youth  in  cold  and  Winter*  Camps, 
Till  1  brought  fettled  Peace  and  Plenty  home, 

Made  her  the  Court  and  Envy  of  the  World  ; 

Why  does  (he  ufe  me  thus  ? 

Mar.jm.  Becaufefhes  rul'd 
By  lazie  Droans  that  feed  on  others  Labours, 

And  fatten  wish  the  Fruits  they  never  toil'd  for  j 
Old  gouty  Senators  of  crude  Minds  and  Brains, 

That  always  are  fermenting  Mifchief  up, 

And  ftyle  their  private  Malice  publick  Safety  - - • 

Gran.  One  difcootented  Villain  leads  a  State 
To  Madnefs.  There’s  that  Bell-weather  of  Mutiny 
And  damn’d  Sedition,  Cinna,  of  a  Life 
And  manners  fordid;  one  whofe  Gain’s  his  God  } 

B  2 


{Exeunt, 


And 


6  The  Htfiory  and  Fall 

And  to  that  curfed  end  hr  d  facrifice 
His  Country’s  Honour,  Liberty,  or  Peace  : 

Nay,  had  he  any,  ev’n  his  very  Gods. 

Mar  fen .  H’has  taken  Rome  even  ill  theniceft  Minute, 
And  eaiily  debauch'd  her  to  his  ends, 

When  (he  was  over- cloy’d  with  Happinefs, 

Wantonly  full,  and  longing  after  Change. 

For  Sylla  too,  a  Boy,  a  Woman’s  Play-thing, 

She  has  relinquifh’d  me,  and  flouts  my  Age.  " 

Conftantill  Fortune  wait  upon  her  fort, 

And  wreck  her  Fate  as  low  as  1  firft  found  it. 

When  it  lay  trembling  like  a  hunted  Prey, 

And  hungry  Ruine  had  it  in  the  wind  \ 

When  barbarous  Nations,  of  a  Race  unknown. 

From  undifeover’d  Northern  Regions  came, 

To  lay  her  wafte,  and  fweep  her  from  the  Earth  j 
Till  1,  1  Marins  rofe,  the  Soul  of  all 
The  Hope  fa’had  left,  and  with  unwearied  Toil,  , 
Dangers  each  hour,  and  never- fleeping  Care, 

(A  burthen  for  aGod}  oppos’d  my  felf 
Twixt  her  and  Defolation,  gorg’d  the  maw 
Of  Death  with  daughter  ;d  numbers  of  her  Foes, 

Re  ft  or- d  her  Peace,  and  made  her  Name  renown’d. 

Mar.  jun.  The  Glory  of  that  War  muft  be  remember’d. 
When  Rome ,  like  her  old  Mother  7>oj/,  fhalLlje 
In  Afhes — Full  390000. Men,  * 

All  Sons  of  Fortune,  born  and  bred  in  Fields,’ 

Whofe  Trade  was  War,  and  Camps  their  Habitation, 
Hung  like  a  Swarm  of  Mifchiefs  on  the  Hills 
Of  Italy.,  and  threatned  Fate  to  Europe . 

Gran.  They  came  in  Tribes,  as  if  to  take  poffeflion. 
Arid  Teem’d  a  People  whom  the  hand  of  Face 
Had  foourg’d  by  Famine  from  a  barren  Land, 

Of  Vifage  foul  and  ugly*  pinch’d  and  chapp’d 
By  bitter  Frofts  and  Winter-Winds ;  yet  5erce~ 

As  hungry  Lions  of  the  Defart. 

Their  Wives  with  Loads  of  Children  at  their  backs, 

Bold  manly'Hags,  whom  Shame. had  long  forfook. 

And  vagrant  living  had  inur’d  to  Ill, 

Follow’d  in  Troops  like  Furies. 

Mar.  pm.  And  all  was  done  too  when  that  Dolt  Met  el  las 
Shrank  like  a  Worm,  and  SyiUi carce  was  heard  of. 

Mar.  fen.  That  curft  Metellus  ftill  has  been  my  Plague, 
And  ever  done  me  moft:  deliberate  Wrong  y 
Becaufe^like  a  tame  Hawk,  i  fcorn’dto  fly 
Juft  at  his  Quarries,  and  attend  his  Lure. 
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Becaufe  I  grew  too  great  for  him  in  \yars, 

And  ferv’d  his  Country  well,  he  hates  me.  T*  wice. 

Have  I  already  offer’d  him  Alliance, 

And  ask’d  Lavinia,  Marius,  for  thy  Bed. 

Beggary  catch  me  when  again'  I  court  him. 

Why  figh’ft  thou.  Boy  ?  ftill  at  the  unlucky  Name 
Of  that  Lavhia,  I  have  obferv’d  thee  thus 
With  thy  Looks  fix’d,  as  if  thy  Fate  had  feiz’d  thee. 

Mar.  jun.  Why  did  you  name  Lavinia}  would  fh’  had  ne’er 
Been  born,  or  that  Mettllns  had  riot  got  her. 

Mar.  fen.  Forget  her,  Marius,  (he’s  a  dainty  Bit, , 

A  Delicate  for  none  but  Sylla's  tafle, 

Th’  Fav’rite  Sytia,  th’  Idol  that’s  fet  up 

To  blaft  thy  Hopes,  and  cloud  thy  Father’s  Glories. 

Confider  that,  my  Marias,  and  forget  her. 

Mar.  jun.  Forget  her?  Oh!  (h’  has  Beauty  might  enfnar<. 

A  Conqueror’s  Soul,  and  make  hfm  leave  his  Crowns 
At  random  to  be  fcuffled  for  by  Slaves. 

Forget  her?  OhL  teach  me  (great  Parent)  teach  me; 

Read  me  each  Day  a  Le&ure  of  the  Wrongs 
Dor.e  you  by  that  Inglorious  Patrician, 

Till  my  Heart  know  no  Longings  but  Revenge, 

And  quite  forget  Lavmazex  dwelt  there. 

Methinks  ’twould  not  be  hard,  e’en  mid#  the  Senate, 

To  ftrike  this  through  him  in  his  Conful’s  Chair. 

Tumble  him  thence,  and  mcunt^it  in  his  Read. 

Mar .  fen .  Oh  !  name  not  him  and  ConfuKhip  together: 

Sytia  and  Conful  ?  fet  ’em  far  apart 

As  Eaft  from  Weft,  for  as  they  now  are  met. 

It  bodes  Confufion,  Rome,  to  thee  and  thine. 

Gran.  I’d  rather  fee  Rome  biK  one  Funeral  Pile, 

And  all  her  People  quitting  her  like  Bees, 

Driven  by  Sulphur  from  their  Hives; 

Much  rather  fee  her  Senators  in  Chains 

Dragg’d  througluhe  Streets  to  Death,  and  Slaves  made  Lords, 

Than  fee  that  vain  prefuinptuous  Upftart’s  Pride 

Succeed  to  lead  the  Armies  you  have  bred. 

Mar.  fen.  ’Tis  fuch  a  wrong  as  even  tortures  Thought, 

That  we  who’ve  been  her  Champion  forty  Years, 

Fought  all  her  Battels  with  renoWn’dSticcefs, 

And  never  loft  her  yet  a  Man  in  vain, 

Should,  now  her  Nobleft  Fortune  is  at  Stake, 

And  Mit hr i dates  Sword  is  drawn,  be  thrown 
A  fide,  like  forae  old  broken  batter’d  Shield  : 

To  fee  my  Laurels  wither  as  I  ruft  : 

And  all  this  manag’d  by  the  curfed  Cr.aft, 

Petulant 
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Petulant  Envy,  anil  malignant  fpight 
Of  that  old  barking  Senate's  Dog  bUtelhts . 

Stake  me,  juft  Gods,  with  Thunder  to  the  Earth, 

Lay  my  gray  Hairs  low  in  the  Gave  of  Death, 

Rather  than  live  in  mem’ry  of  fudi  Shame.  - 
Gran .  Perifb  Metellus  firft,  and  all  his  Race. 

Mar.  fen.  There  fpoke  the  Soul  of  Marins.  By  the  head 
Of  Jove , 

I  hate  him  worfe  than  Famine  or  Difeafes. 

Periih  his  Family,  let  inveterate  Hate 
Commence  between  our  Houfes  from  this  moment  j 
And  meeting  never  let  ’em  bioodlefs  part. 

Go,  Granins ,  bid  Sulpims  ftraight  be  ready 
To  meet  me  with  his  Guards  upon  the  Forum. 

By  all  the  Gods,  Til  chafe  the  Daemon  out',  . 

That  rages  thus  in  Rome  ?  or  let  her  Blood 
To  that  degree,  till  ihe  grow  tame  enough 
To  tremble  at  the  Rod  of  my  Revenge, 

Why  didft  not  thou  applaud  me  for  the  Thought, 

Take  m’in  thy  Arms,  and  cherifh  my  old  Heart  ? 

ST  had  been  a  lucky  Omen.  Art  thou  dumb? 

Mar.  jun.  As  dumb  as  folecnn  Sorrow  ought  to  be. 
Could  my  Griefs  fpeak,  the  Tale  would  have  no  end. 

Muft  1  refolve  to  hate  MeteHus  Race, 

Yet  know  Lavinia  took  her  Being  thence  ? 

Lavinia  !  Oh  !  there’s  Mufick  in* the  Name, 

That  foftning  me  to  Infant  Tendernefs, 

Makes  my  Heart  fpring  like  the  firft  leaps  of  Life. 

Mar.  fen.  Then  thou  art  loft :  If  thou  art  Man  and  Roman 
If  thou  haft  Vertue  in  thee,  or  canft  prize  . 

Thy  Father’s  Honour,  fcorn  her  like  a  Slave. 

Hell !  Love  her  ?  Damn  her  :  there’s  Metellus  in  her. 

In  every  Line  of  her  bewitching  Face, 

There’s  a  Refemblance  tells  wbofe  Brood  (he  came  of. 

Pd  rather  fee  thee  in  a  Brothel  trapr. 

And  bafely  Wedded  to  a  Ruffian’s  Whore, 

Than  thou  (houldft  think  to  taint  my  Generous  Blood 
With  the  bafe  Puddle  of  that  o’er-fed  Gown-man. 

■Lavinia  ? - ; — 

Mar.jm .  Yes-,’ Lavinia:  is  (he  not 
As  harmlefs  as  the  Turtle  of  the  Woods? 

Fair  as  the  Summer-Beauty  of  the  Fields? 

As  opening  Flow’rs  untainted  yet  with  Winds, 

The  Pride  of  Nature,  and  the  Joy  of  Senfe? 

Why  firft  did  you  bewitch  me  to  weaknefs? 

When  from  the  Sacrifice  we  came  Together, 
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And  as  by  her’s  our  Chariot  drove  along, 

Thefe  were  your  words :  That,  Marins,  that  is  (he 
That  muft  give  Happinefs  to  thee  and  Rome, 

Confirming  in  thy  Arms  my  wilhM  for  Peace 
With  old  Metcllns ,  and  break.  Sylla’s  Heart. 

Mar.  fin.  Then  (he  was  charming. 

Adar.jun.  Oh!  1  found  her  fo. 

I  lookt  and  gaz’d,  and  never  mifs’d  my  Heart, 

It  fled  fo  pleallngly  away,  but  now 
My  Soul  is  ail  LaviniiC s,  now  (he’s  fixt 
Firm  in  my  Heart  by  fecret  Vows  made  there, 

Th*  indelible  Records  of  faithful  Love. 

You’d  have  me  hate  her.  Can  my  Nature  change  ? 

Create  me  o'er  again —  and  I  may  be 

That  haughty  Mailer  df  my  fclf  you’d  have  me  : 

But  as  I  am,  the  Slave  of  llrong  defires, 

That  keep  me  ftruggling  under.  Though  I  fee 
The  hopelefs  Hate  of  my  unhappy  Love 
With  Torment,  like  a  Itubborn  Slave  that  lies 
Chain’d  to  the  Floor,  llretch’d  helplefs  on  his  back, 

I  look  to  Liberty,  and  break  my  Heart. 

Mar.  fin.  Has  (he  yet  heard  your  Love,  or  granted  her’s  ? 
Mar.  jm .  If  Eyes  may  fpeak  the  language  of  the  Heart, 

If  ten’reft  Glances,  Sighs,  and  fudden  Biufhes 
May  be  interpreted  for  Love  in  one 
So  Young,  fo  Fair,  and  Innocent  as  (he, 

Our  Souls  can  ne’er  be  Strangers. - 

Mar.  fin.  No  more:  i’ll  have  Lavinia nam'd  no  more. 

When  next  thou  nam’lt  her,  let  it  be  with  infamy. 

Tell  me,  (h’has  whor’d  or  fled  her  Father’s  Houfe 
With  feme  courfe  Slave  t’  a  fecret  Cell  of  Lull, 

And  then  1 11  blefs  thee.  • 

Mar.  jun.  1  (hall  obey.  Gods,  from  your  Skies  look  down, 
And  find  like  me  one  wretched  if  you  can. 

No,  Sir,  I’ll  (peak  that  hateful  name  no  more, 

But  be  as  Curlt  as  you  can  wi(h  your  Son. 

Enter  Sulpitius. 

Mar.  fin.  Oh  Sulpitius  ! 

Thou  darling  of  fn’  Ambition,  art  thou  come  ? 

What  news  ? 

Sulpit.  I’ve  left  a  Prefent  at  your  Houfe, 

The  Head  of  a  Metcllns,  a  gay,  tal), 

Young  thing,  that  was  in  time  t’have  been  a  Lord, 

But  he’s  but  Worms  meat  now. 

Mar.  fin. 
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Mar,  fen .  My  belt  Sulpitjus , 

Thou  always  comfort*#  me.  See  here  a  Man,  , 

A  Stranger  to  my  Blood  as  well  as  Fortune, 

But  mcerly  of  his  choice  my  Honour’s  Friend  : 

What  mighty  things  would  he  not  do  for  me? 

Could’ft  thou,  when  Honour  call’d  thee,  whine  for  Love?—' 
Sulpit.  How?  ray  young  Son  of  War  in  Love?  with  whom? 
Mar.  jun.  A  Woman,  Sir.  — - 1  muft  not  fpeak  her  Naraer 
.  Sulpit.  If  it  be  hopelefs  Love,  ufe  generous  means. 

And  lay  a  kinder  Beauty-to  the  Wound. 

Take  in  a  new  Infection  to  the  Heart, 

And  the  rank  Poyfon  of  the  old  will  die'.— — 

Mar,  jun.  A  Plantane-Leaf  is  excellent  for  that. 

Sulpit ,  For  what  ? 

Mar,  jun.  For  broken' Shins. 

Sulpit.  Why?  art  thou  mad?  ■  > 

Mar.  jun .  Not  Mad,  but  bound  more  than  a  Mad-raan  is. 
Confin’d  to  limits,  kept  without  my  Food. 

Whipt  and  tormented,— — Prithee  do  not  wake  me; 

Let  me  dream  on* — — 

Sulpit.  Oh !  the  fmall  Qpeen  of  Fairies 
Is  bufie  in  his  Brains  ;  the  Mab  that  comes 
Drawn  by  a  little  Team  of  fmallell  Atoms 
Over  Mens  Nofes  a*  they  lie  afleep. 

In  a  Chariot  of  an  empty  Hazel-nut 

Made  by  a  Joyner-Squirrel :  in  which  State 

She  gallops  Night  by  Night  through  Lovers-  Brains, 

And  then  how  wickedly  they  dream,  all  know. 

Sometimes  (he  courfes  o’er  a  Courtier’s  Nofe, 

And  then  he  dreams  of  begging  an  Eftate. 

Sometimes  (he  hurries  o’er  a  Soldier’s  Neck, 

And  then  dreams  he  of  cutting  foreign  Throats, 

Of  Breaches,  Ambufcado’s,  temper’d  Blades. 

Of  good  rich  Winter  quarters,  and  falfe  Mutters. 

Sometimes  Ihe  tweaks  a  Poet  by  the  Ear, 

And  then  dreams  he 

Of  Panegyvicks,  flatt’ring  Dedications, 

And  mighty  Prefents  from  the  Lord  knows  who. 

But  wakes  as  empty  as  he  laid  him  down. 

‘Sh’has  been  with  SylU  too,  and  he  dreams  now 
Of  nothing  but  a  Confulihip. 

Mar.  Sen.  A  Rattle  ! 

Give  the  fantattick  giddy  Boy  a  Rattle; 

The  puling  Fondling  fliouid  not  want  a  Play-thing. 

A  Confulfnip  ?  ’  .  ;  . " ;  \  i 

Sulpit,  By  all  the  Gods,  heMHhake  it. 

H’has 
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H'has  drawn  a  Force  from  Capua  here  to  Romet 
As  if  he  meant  Deftruftion  or  S.uccefs : 

The  Rabble  too  are  drunk  with  him  already.  ?  1  ■  — 
Mar.  fen.  Alarm  all  our  Citizens  to  Arms 
That  are  my  Friends.  Draw  you  your  Guards  together, 
And  take  pofleffion  of  the  Forum.  Thou, 

Inglorious  Boy,  behold  my  Face  no  more, 

Till  thou’ft  done  fomething  worthy  of  my  Name. 
Mar.jnn.  Firlt  perifli  Rome ,.  and  all  I  hold  molt  dear^ 

Rather  than  let  me  feel  my  Father’s  Hats - 

Mar.  Jen.  Why,  that’s 'well  faid— 

Salpit.  My  Troops  are  all  together. 

All  ready  on  the  Forum  :  But  the  Heav’ns 
Play  tricks  with  us.  Our  Enfigns,  as  they  flood 
Displayed  before  our  Troops,  took  Fire  untoucffti. 

And  burnt  to  Tinder. 

-  Three  Ravens  brought  their  young  ones  in  the  Streets, 
Devouring  ’em  before  the  People’s  Eyes, 

Then  bore  the  Garbage  back  into  their  Nefls, 

A  noife  of  Trumpets  rattling  in  the  Air 
Was  heard,  and  dreadful  Cries  of  dying  Men. 

Mar .  fen.  It  was  the  Roman  Genius  that  warns 
Me,  her  old  Friend,  not  to  let  flip  my  Fate. 

Ambition !  Oh,  Ambition !  If  I've  done 

For  thee  things  great  and  well-— (hall  Fortune  now 

Forfake  me  / 

Hark  thee,  Sulpitm ,  if  it  come  to  blows. 

Let  not  a  Hair  of  that  Metellus  ’fcape  thee, 

Who’d  ftrip  my  Age  of  its  more  dear-bought  Honours, 
Elfe  why  have  I  thus  buftted  in  the  World, 

Through  various  and  uncertain  Fortunes  hurl'di 
But  to  be  Great,  unequall’d,  and  alone  ? 

Which  only  he  can  be  who  ftill  fpurs  on 


As  fwift  at  laft  as  when  he  firft  begua 
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A  C  T.  II. 

Enter  Metelltis  and  Nttrfe> 

Met  ell  .  T  Cannot  reft  to  Night :  Ill-boding  Thoughts 

i.  Have  chas’d  foft  Sleep  from  my  uufettlcd  Brains, 

This  feems  Lavinia's  Chamber,  and  lhe  up> 

Reft  too  to  Night  has  been  a  Stranger  here. 

Lavinia!  My  Daughter,  hoa?  Where  art  thou  ? 

Nurfe .  Now  by  my  Maidenhead  ,(at  twelve  Years  old  I  had  one) 
Come,  what  Lamb?  What,  Lady-bird  ?  GodsTorbid. 

Where’s  this  Girl  Lavinia  t 

’  5:.!l 

Enter  Lavinia. 

.  .  -  '  .  •  ;  .  ?>»-•  .  .  - 

Lavin.  How  now  ?  Who-  calls  ? 

Nurfe.  Your  Father,  Child. 

'Lavin.  I’m  here.  Your  Lordfhip’s  Pleafure. 

MetelL  Why  up  at  this  unlucky  time  of  Night, 

When  nought  but  loatfefome  Vermine  are  abroad, 

Or  Witches  gathering  pois’nous  Herbs  for  Spells 
By  the  pale  light  of  the  cold  Waning  Moon  ? 

Lmn.  Alas!  I  could  hot  fleep :  In  a  fad  Dream 
Methought  1  faw  one  Handing  by  my  Bed,  . 

To  warn  me  I  fhould  have  a  care  of  Sleep,  ’ 

For  ’twould  be  baneful - 

MetelL  Dreams  give  Children  Fears. 

Laving  At  which  I  rofe  from  my  tmeafre  Pillows, 

And  to  my  Clofet  went,  to  pray  the  Gods 
T*  avert  th’  unlucky  Omen. 

Met  ell.  ’  T  was  well  don?, 

Nurfe,  Giveusfcaytf  a  whilr:  I  mnftimpart 
Something  to  my  Lavinia.  Yet  ftay, 

And  hear  it  too.  T  hou  know ’ft  Lavinia' s  Age. 

Nurfe.  'Faith,  I  know  her  Age  to  an  hour. 

MetelL.  She’s  bare  Sixteen. 

Nurfe .  Ill  lay  fixteen  of  my  Teeth  of  it  *and  yet  no  Difpa- 
ragement,  l  have  but  fix ;  She’s  not  Sixteen.  How  long  ist  now 
iince  Maria*  triumph’d  laft  ! 

^  MetelL  No  matter,  Woman ;  what’s  that  to  thee  ? 

^ Nurfe,  Even  or  odd,  of  all  days  in  the  Year,  fmce  Marwentec'd 

Rowe 
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Rome  in  Triumph,  ’tis  now  even  Thirteen  Ye^rs^  Young  Marius 
then  too  was  but  a  Boy.  My  Lais  and  (he  were  both  of  an  Age. 
Well,  Lais  is  inHappinefs,  (he  was  too  good  for  me.  But  as  I 
was  faying,  a  Month  hence  (he’ll  be  Sixteen.  Tis  fince  Marius 
triumph’d  now  full  Thirteen  Years, and  then  fhe  was  weaned.  Sure 
I  (Tall  never  forget  it  of  all  days. — Upon  that  day  (for  I  had  then 
laid  Wormfeed  to  my  Bread,  fitting  in  the  Sun  under  the  Dove- 
houfe-wall)  my  Lady  and  you  were  at  the  Show.  Nay,  I  do  bear 
a  Brain  !  Bur,  as  I  faid  before,  when  it  did  tafte  the  Wormfeed  on 
my  Nipple,  and  felt  it  bitter,  pretty  Fool !  to  fee  it  teachy  and 
fall  out  with  the  Nipple.  Shour,  quo’  the  People  in  the  Streets. 
’Twas  no  need,  I  trow,  to  bid  me  trudge.  And  fince  that  time  it  is 
Thirteen  Years  ;  and  then  (he  cou’d  ftand  alone,  nay,  (he  cou  d  run 
and  waddle  all  about :  For  juft  the  day  before,  (he  broke  her  Fore¬ 
head,  and  then  my  Husband  (Peace  be  with  him,  he  was  a  merry 
Man)  took  up  the  Baggage.  Ay,  quoth  he,  doft  thou  fall  upon 
thy  Face?  Thou  wilt  fall  backward  when  thou  haft  more  Wit  $ 
wilt  thou  not,  Finny?  and  by  my  fackings,  the  pretty  Chit  left 
Crying,  and  faid,  Ay. — - 1  warrant  and  I  (hould  live  a  Thoufand 
Years,  1  never  (hould  forget  it.  Wilt  thou  not,  Finny  *  quoth  he; 
and  pretty  Fool,  it-ftopt,  and  faid  Ay. 

Met  ell.  Enough  of  this  ;  flop  thy  impertinent  Chat. 

Nurfe.  Yes,  my  Lord  :  yet  I  cannor  chufe  but  laugh,  to  think  it 

fhould  leave  crying,  and  fay,  Ay. - And  yet  in  fadnefs  it  had  a 

Bump  on  its  Brow  as  big  as  a  Cockril’s  Stone,  a  parlous  Knock, 
and  it  cry’d  bitterly.  Ay,  quo’  my  Husband,  fail’d  upon  thy  Face  ? 
thou  wilt  fall  backward  when  thou  corn’d  to  Age,  wilt  thou  not. 
Finny  ?  Look  you  now,  it  (tinted,  and  faid,  Ay - - 

Metell.  Intolerable  trifling  Goflip,  peace. 

Nurfe .  Well;  thou  waft  the  pretty’ft  Babe  that  e’er  1  nurd. 
Might  I  but  live  to  feejthee  marry’d  once,  l  (hould  be  happy.  It 
dinted,  and  faid.  Ay. 

Metell,  What  thick  you  then  of  Marriage,  my  Lavinia  ? 

It  was  the  Subjcd  that  I  came  to  treat  of. 

Lavin.  It  is  a  thing  I  have  not  dreamt  of  yet. 

Nurfe.  Thing?  the  thing  of  Marriage  ?  were  I  not  thy  Nurfe, 
I  would  fwear  thou  hadft  (uckt  thy  Wifdom  from  thy  Teat.  The 
Thing? 

Metell .  Think  of  it  now  then,  for  I  come  to  make 
Propofals  may  be  worthy  of  your  Wilhes. 

They  are  for  SylUy  the  young,  the  gay;  the  handfome, 

Noble  in  Birth  and  Mind,  the  Valiant  Sylla-. 

Nurfe.  A  Man,  young  Lady,  Lady,  fuch  a  Man  as  all  the  world  - 
why  he’s  a  Man  of  Wax. 

Metell.  Confider,  Chilcl,  my  Hopes  are  all  in  Thee 
And  now  Old  Age  gains  ground  fo  raft  Uponme, 
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’Mongft  all  its  Tad  Infirmities,  my  Fears 
For  thee  are  not  the  fmalleft. 

Therefore  IVe  made  Alliance  with  this  SylU,  * 

A  high-born  Lord,  and  of  the  nobleft  Hopes 
That  Rome  can  boaft,  to  give  thee  to  his  Arms  * 

So  in  the  Winter  of  my  Age  to  find 

Reft  from  all  worldly  Cares,  and  kind  rejoycing 

In  the  warm.Snn-fhine  of  thy  Happinefs. 

Lavin.  If  Happinefs  be  feated  in  Content, 

Or  that  ray  being  blefs’d  can  make  you  fo* 

Let  me  implore  it  on  my  Knees.  I  am 

Your  only  Child,  and  Hill,  through  all  theCourfe 

Of  my  paft  Life,  have  been  obedient  too  :  ' 

And  as  y’have  ever  been  a  loving  Parent, 

And  bred  me  up  with  watchful  tender’ll  Care*  , 
Which  never  coft  me  hitherto  a  Tear ; 

Name,  not  that  Sylla  any  more,  indeed 
I  cannot  love  him. 

Meteil.  Why  ? 

Lavin.  Indeed  I  Canto*. 

Meteil.  Oh  early  Difobedience !  by  the  Gods, 
Debauch’d  already  to  her  Sex’s  Folly, 

Perverfehefs*  and  untoward  head-ftrong  Will ! 

Lavin.  Think  me  not  fo  j  I  gladly  fhall  fubmit 
To  any  thing  y  nay,  muft  fubmit  to  all : 

Yet  think  a  little,  or  you  fell  my  Peace. 

The  Rites  of  Marriage  are  of  mighty  moment : 
And.fhould  you  violate  a  thing  fo  Sacred 
Into  a  lawful  Rape,  and  load  my  Soul 
With  hateful  Bonds,  which  never  can  grow  eafie, 
How  miferable  am  1  like  to  be  ?  ♦ 

MetelL.  Has  then  fome  other  taken  up  your  Heart  ? 
And  banflh’d  Duty:as  an  Exile  thence  ? 

What  fenfual  lewd  Companion  of  the  Night 
Have  you;  been  holding  Converfation  with, 

From* open  Windows, at  a  midnight  Hour, 

When  your  loofe  Wilhes  would  not  let  you  lleep? 

Lavin .  If  I  fiiould  love,  is  that  a  Fault  in  one 
So  young  as T?  1  cannot  guefs  the  Caufe, * 

But  when  you  firft  nam’d  Sylla  for  my  Love* 

My  Heart  fh'runk  back  a$*if  you’d  done  it  wrongs 

If  I.did  loye,  I5d  tell  you- - if  1  durft. 

Oh  Marins  !  •  *  -  .  /  .  , 

Metell .  Hah! 

Lavin .  ’Twas  Mkrin$\  Sir,  I  naFrfd^ 

^at  Enemy  to  you  and  all*  your  Houfe 
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Twas  an  unlucky  Omen  that  he  firft 
Demanded  me  in  Marriage  for  his  Sort. 

Yet,  Sir,  believe  me,  1  as  foon  cou'd  wed 
That  Marins,  whom  I’ve  caufe  to  hate,  as  SylU, 

MtelL  No  more  ^  by  all  the  Gods, ’twill  make  memad3 
That  daily,  nightly,  hourly,  every  way 
My  care  has  been  to  make  thy  Fortune  high } 

And  having  now  provided  thee  a  Lord 
Of  nobleft  Parentage,  of  fair  Demefns, 

Early  in  Fame,  Youthful,  and  well  ally’d, 

In  every  thing  as  thought  cou'd  wifh  a  Man, 

To  have  at  laft  a  wretched  puling  Fool, 

A  whining  Suckling,  ignorant  of  her  good, 

To  anfwer,  ril  not  wed,  1  cannot  love. 

If  thou  art  mine,  refolve  upon  Compliance, 

Or  think  no  more  to  reft  beneath  my  Roofs. 

Go,  try  thy  risk  in  Fortune's  barren  Field, 

Graze  where  thou  wilt*  but  think  no  more  of  Me, 

Till  thy  Obedience  welcome  thy  Return. 

Lavin.  Will  you  then  quite  caft  off  your  poor  Lavinia ? 
And  turn  me  like  a  Vagrant  out  of  Doors, 

To  wander  up  and  down  the  Streets  of  Rome, 

And  beg  my  Bread  with  Sorrow  ?  Can  I  bear 
The  proud  and  hard  Revilings  of  a  Slave, 

Fat  with  his  Matter's  plenty,  when  I  ask 
A  little  pity  for  my  pinching  Wants  ? 

Shall  1  endure  the  cold,  wet,  windy  Night, 

To  feek  a  ftielter  under  dropping  Eves, 

A  Porch  my  Bed,  a  Thteihold  for  my  Pillow, 

Shiv’ring  and  ftarv’d  for  want. of  Food, 

SwelPd  with  my  Sighs,  and  almoft  choak’d  with  Tears  i 

Muft  I  at  the  uncharitable  Gates 

Of  proud  great  Men  implore  Relief  in  vain  ? 

Muft  I,  your  poor  having  bear  all  this, 

Becaufe  I  am  not  Miftrefs  of  my  Heart, 

Or  cannot  fove  according  to  your  liking  ?  * 

Amtell.  Art  thou  not  Miftrefs  of  thy  Heart  then  ? 

Lavin .  No. 

'Tis  giv’n  away. 

Mtell.  To  whom? 

Lavin.  I  dare  not  tell. 

But  1*11  endeavour  ftrangely  to  forget  him, 

If  you’ll  forget*  but  Sylla. 

Metell.  Thou  doll  well. 

Conceal  his  Name  if  thou’dft  preferve  his  LiFe. 

For  if  there  be  a  Death  in  Rome  that  might 
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Be  bought,  it  Ihould  not  mifs  him.  From  this  hour 
Curft  be  thy  Purpofes,  moft  curft  thy  Love. 

And  if  thou  marry’ft,  in  thy  Wedding-night 
May  all  the  Curfes  of  an  injured  Parent 
k  Fall  thick,  and  blaft  the  Bleflings  of  thy  Bed. 

Lavin.  What  have  you  done  ?  alas!  Sir,.  as  you  fpoke, 
l  Methought  the  Fury  of  your  words  took  place. 

And  ftruck  my  Heart,  like  Lightning,  dead  within  me. 

Gone  too?  #  X^VMetellus. 

Is  there  no  Pity  fitting  in  the  Clouds 
That  fees  into  the  bottom  of  my  Grief? 

Alas !  that  ever  Heaved  fliould  pradtife  Stratagems 
Upon  fo  foft  a  Subject  as  my  Self! 
v  What  fay’ll  Thou  ?  hall  thou  not  a  word  of  Joy  ? 

S.ome  Comfort,  Nurfe,  in  this  Extremity. 

Nurfe.  Maray,  and  there’s  but  need  on’t :  ’ods  my  Life,  this 
Dad  of  ours  was  an  arrant  Wag  in  his  young  Days  for  all  this. 
V Well,  and  what  then?  Maxim  is  a  Man,  and  lb’s Sylla.  Oh!  but 
Marius's  Lip !  and  then  Sylla's  Nofe  and  Forehead !  But  then 
Marius  s  Eye  again  !  how  ’twill  fparkle,  and  twinkle,  and  row!, 
and  fleer  ?  But  to  lee  Sylla  a  Horfe-back  !  But  to  fee  Marius  Walk 
or  Dance !  fuch  a  Leg,  fuch  a  Foot,  fuch  a  Shape,  fuch  .a  Mo¬ 
tion.  Ah  a. . .  Well,  Marius  is  the  Man,  mull  be  the  Man,  and 
fhall  be  the  Man. 

Lavin.  He's  by  his  Father’s  Nature  rough  and  fierce. 

And  knows  not  yet  the  Follies  of  my  Love : 

.  And  when  he  does,  perhaps  may  fcorn  and  hate  me. 

Nurfe .  Yes,  yes,  he’s  a  rude,  unmannerly,  ill-bred  Fellow.  He 
is  not  theFlow’rof  Ccurtefie^  but.  Til  warrant  him,  as  gentle 
as  a  Lamb.  Go  thy  ways,  Child,  ferve  God.  What?  a  Father's 
an  old  Man,  and  Old  Men  they  fay  will  take  care.  But  a  Young 
Man!  Girl,  ah!  a  Young  Man!  There’s  a  great  deal  in  a  Young 
Man,  and  thou  (halt  have  a  Young  Man.  What?  1  have  been 
,  thy  Nurfe  thefe  Sixteen, Years,  a od  1  Ihould  know  what’s  good 
for  thee  furely*  Oh !  ay  % .  ♦  a  Young  Man ! 

Lavin .  Now  prithee  leave  me  to  myfelfa  while.  £ fZxitNyrfe. 
’Tis  hardly  yet  within  two  hours  of  Day. 

Sad  Nights  feen  long . . .  I’ll  down  into  the  Garden. 

The  Queen  of  Night 

Shines  fair  with  all  her  Vlrgin-ftars  about  her. 

Mot  one  amongft  ’em  all  a.Friend  to  me: 

Yet  by  their  Light  a  while  I’ll  guide  my  fteps, 

And  think  what  courfe  my  wretched  ftate  mirffc  take. 

Oh,  Marius !  [Exit  Lavioia. 

■ 

SCENE. 
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SCENE. 

A  Walled  Garden  belonging  to  Metellus’r  Houfe . 

'Enter  Marius  junior. 

Marfan,  TJTOw  vainly  have  I  (pent  this  idle  Night ! 

x“JL  Ev’n  Wine  can’t  heal  the  ragings  of  my  Love* 

This  fure  Ihould  be  the  Manfion  of  Lavinia * 

For  in  fuch  Groves  the  Deities  firft  dwelt. 

Can  I  go  forward  when  my  Heart  is  here? 

Turn  back,  dull  Earth,  and  find  thy  Centre  out/ 

[Enters  the  Garden, 

Enter  Granius  and  Sulpitius. 

Gran.  This  way  — —he  went— -Why,  Marins !  Brother  Marins ’ 
Snip,  Perhaps  he’s  wife,  and  gravely  gone  to  Bed. 

There’s  not  fo  weak  a  Drunkard  as  a  Lover  \ 

One  Bottle  to  his  Lady’s  Health  quite  addles  him. 

Gran.  He  ran  this  way,  and  leap’d  this  Orchard- Wall. 

Call,  good  Snlpitins . 

Snip.  Nay,  I’ll  conjure,  too. 

Why,  Marins !  Humours !  PafGon !  mad- man  Lover ! 

Appear  thou  in  the  likenefs  of  a  Sigh. 

Speak  but  one  word,  and  1  am  fatisfied. 

He  hears  not,  neither  ftirs  he  yet.  Nay  then 
]  conjure  you  by  bright  Lavinid s  Eyes, 

By  her  bright  Forehead,  and  her  Scarlet  Lip, 

By  her  fine  Foot,  (trait  Leg,  and  quivering  Thigh, 

And  the  Demefns  that  there  adjacent  lie, 

That  in  thy  likenefs  thou  appear  to  us. 

Gran.  Hold,  good  Snlpitins,  this  will  anger  hinn*— * 

Snip.  This  cannot  anger  him.  ’T would  anger  him 
To  raife  a  Spirit  in  his  Lady’s  Arms,  „ 

Till  fhe  had  laid  and  charm’d  it  down  agen. 

Gran.  Let's  go  ^  h’has  hid  hirafelf  among  thefe  Trees, 

To  dye  his  Melancholy  Mind  in  Night. 

Blind  is  his  Love,  and  bed  befits  .the.Dark. 

Snip.  Pox  o’chis  Love3  this  little  Scar  crow  Love, 

That  frights  Fools  with  his  painted  Bow  of  Lath 
Out  of  their  feeble  fenfe. 

Gran.  Stop  there — -let’s  leave  the  Subjefi;  anditt  Slave  y 
Or  burn  Met  dins'*  Houfe  about  his  Ears. 

Snip. 
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Snip.  This  morning  Sylla  means  to  ente,r  Rome  5 
Your  Father  too  demands  the  Confulftiip. 

Yet  now  when  he  (hou’d  think  of  cutting  Throats, 

Your  Brothers  loft  *  loft  in  a  maze  of  Love, 

The  idle  Truantry  of  Callow  Boys. 

I’d  rather  truft  my  Fortunes  with  a  Daw, 

That  hops  at  every  Butterfly  he  fees,  -  _ 

Than  have  to  do  in  Honour  with  a  Man  .  %  . 

That  fells  his  Vertue  for  a  Woman’sSmile — : — *  ,  ^Exeunt 

Entet  Marius  junior  in  the  Garden.  . 

.  iG  J  7  ^  r^vjl  \  \  V Jj  T|  }.  ^  ft!  * 

Alar .  jun .  He  laughs  at  Wounds  that  never  felt  their  fmart. 
What  Light  is  that  which  breaks  through  yonder  Shade?TLavinia  in 
Oh  !  ’cis  my  Love.  LthcBalcot?y 

She  feems  to  hang  upon  the  Cheek  of  Night, 

Fairer  than  §now  upon  the  Raven’s  back, 

Or  a  rich  Jewel  in  an  tsEthiof  s  Ear. 

Were  (he  in  yonder  Sphere,  [he’d  fhine  fo.bright. 

That  Birds  would  fing,  and  think  the  E)ay  were  breaking.1 
Lawn.  Ah  me! 

Mar.  jun.  She  fpeaks. 

Oh!  fpeak  agen,  bright  Angel:  for  thou  art 
As  Glorious  to  this  Night,  as  Sun  at  Noon 
To  the  admiring  Eyes  of  gazing  Mortals, 

When  he  beftrides  the  lazy  puffing  Clouds, 

And  fails  upon  the  bofom  of  the  Air. 

Lavin.  O  Marius,  Marius !  wherefore  art  thou  Marius  ? 

Deny  thy  Family,  renounce  thy  Name : 
iOr  if  thou  wilt  not,  be  but  fworn  my  Love, 

And  I’ll  no  longer  call  Afetellus  Parent. 

Mar.  jun.  Shall  I  hear  this,  and  yet  keep  filence  ? 

Lavin.  No. 

’Tis  bat  thy  Name  that  is  my  Enemy. 

Thon  would’ft  be  ftill  thy  felf,  though  not  a  Marius , 

*Belov’d  of  me,  and  charming  as  thou  art. 

What’s  in  a  Name  ?  that  which  we  call  a  Rofei 
By  any  other  Name  wou’d  fmell  as  fweet. 

So  Marius ,  were  he  not  Marius  calPd, 

Be  ftill  as  dear  to  my  defiring  Eyes, 

Without  that  Title.  Marius ,  lofe  thy  Name, 

And  for  that  Name,  which  is  no  part  of  thee, 

Take  all  Lavinia . 

Mar.  jun.  At  thy  word  I  take  thee. 

Call  me  but  Thine,  and  Joys  will  fo  tranfporfcme, 

J  [hall  forget  my  felf,  and  quite  be  chang’d. 

Lavin. 
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Lavin.  Who  art  thou,  that  thus  hid  and  veil'd  in  Night, 

Haft  overheard  my  Follies  ? 

Mar.  jan.  By  a  Name  ;!  f  -  •  *  * 

I  know  not  how  to  tell  thee  who  I  am. 

M»y  Name,  dear  Creature’s  hateful  to  my  felf : 

Becaufe  it  is  an  Enemy  to  Thee. 

Lavin .  Marias  ?  howcam’ft  thou  hither  ?  tell,  and,  why  ? 
The  Orchard-'walls  are  high,  and  hard  to  climb, 

And  the  place  Death,  conlid’ring  who  thou. art. 

If  any  of  our  Family  here  find  thee. 

By  whofe  directions  didft  thou  find  this  place? 

Mar.  jm.  By  Love,  that  firftdid  prompt  me  to  enquire. 

He  lent  me  Counfel j  and  I  lent  him  Eyes. 

I  am  no  Pilot ;  yet  wert  thou  as  far  , 

As  the  vaft  Shoar  wa(ht  by  the  fartheft  Sea, 

I’d  hazard  Ruine  for  a  Prize  fo  dear.— * - - 

Lavin .  Oh  Marias !  vain  are  all  fiich  Hopes  and  Wilhes; 

The  hand  of  Heav’n  has  thrown  a  Bar  between  lis. 

Our  Houfes  Hatred  and  the  Fate  of  Rome , 

Where  none  but  Sylla  muft  be  happy  now. 

All  bring  him  Sacrifices  of  fome  fort, 

And  I  muft  be  a  Victim  to  his  Bed. 

To  night  my  Father  broke  the  dreadful  News  7 
And  when  I  urg’d  him  for  the  Right  of  Love, 

Hethreatn’d  me  to  banifh  me  his  Houfe, 

Naked  and  fhiftlefs  to  the  World.  Would’ft  thou, 

Marias,  receive  a  Beggar  to  thy  Bofom  ? 

Mar.  jan.  Oh !  were  my  Joys  but  fixt  upon  that  froint. 

I’d  then  (hake  hands  with  Fortune,  and  be  triends  \ 

Thus  grafp  my  Happinefs,  embrace  it  thus, 

.And  blefs  th’ill  turn  thaE  gave  thee  to  my  Arms. 

Lavin.  Thou  know’ft  the  mark  of  night  is  on  my  Face, 

Elfe  (hould  I  blufh  for  what  thou’ft  heard  me  fpeak. 

'  Fain  would  I  dwell  or  Form  ;  fain,  fain  deny 
The  things  I’ve  faid :  but  farewel  all  fuch  .Follies. 

Doft  thou  then  love  ?  1  know  thou'lt  fay  thou  doft  j ' 

And  1  muft  take  thy  word,  though  thou  prove  falfe. 

Mar.  jan.  By  yon  bright  Cynthia's  Beams  that  (bines  abore. 
Lavin .  Oh  !  fwear  not  by  the  Moon,  th’inconftant  Moon, 
That  changes  monthly,  and  (hines  but  by  Seafons, 

Left  that  thy  Love  prove  variable  too. 

Mar.  jan.  What  (hall  i  fwear  by  £ 

Lavin.  Do  not  fwear  at  all. 

•  Or,  if  thou  wilt,  fwear  by  thy  gracious  felf. 

Who  art  the  God  of  my  Idolatry, 

And  fll  believe  thee. 

D  Mar.  jan. 
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Marian,  Witnefsall  ye  Pow’rs.  » 

Lavin.  Nay,  do  notfwear  :  Although  my  Joy  be  great* 

I’m  hardly  fatisfy’d  with  this  night’s  Contrad  : 

It  feems  too  ralh,  too  unad vis’d  and  fudden. 

Too  like  the  Lightning,  which  does  ceafe  to  be 
Ere  one  can  fay  it  is, ,  Therefore  this  time 
Good  night,  my  Marius :  May  a  happier  hour 
Bring  us  to  crown  our  Willies.  . 

Mar.  jun.  Why  wilt  thou  leave  me  fo  anfatisfy’d  ? 

Lavin.  What  wouldftthou  have  ? 

Mar.  jun.  Th’Exchange  of  Love  for  mine. 

Lavin.  I  gave  thee  mine  before  thou  didft  requeft  it  j 
And  yet  I  wifla  I  could  retrieve  it  back* 

•  Mar  jun.  Why  ?  . 

Lavin.  But  to  be  frank,  and  give  it  thee  agen. 

My  Bounty  is  as  boundlefs  as  the  Sea,< 

My  Love  as  deep:  the  more  l  give  to  thee. 

The  more  1  have :  for  both  are  Infinite. 

1  hear  a  Noife  within.  Farewel,  my  Marin*  j 
Or  flay  a  little,  and  Til  come  agen. 

Mar.  jm.  Stayj  fure  for  ever. 

Lavin.  Three  words,  and,  Marius,  then  good-night  indeed. 

If  that  thy  Love  be  honourably  meant, 

Thy  purpofe  Marriage,  fend  me  word  to  morrow, 

And  all  my  Fortunes  at  thy  feet  I’ll  lay. 

Nurfe  within.  Madam !  ■  *  • 

Lavin.  I  come  anon.  But  if  thou  mean  ft  not  well, 

I  do  befeech  thee, 

Nurfe  within.  Madam  !  Madam  /- — — 

Lavin.  By  and  by,  I  come. 

To  ceafe  thy*  Suit,  and  leave  me  to  Griefs. 

To  morrow  I  will  fend. -  fE.v/7* 

Mar.  jun.  So  thrive  my  Soul.  Is  not  all  this  a  Dream, 

Too  lovely,  lweetand  flatt’ring  to  be  true? 

'.Re  enter  Lavinia. 

Lavin.  Hift,  Marius,  hift.  Oh  for  a  Fdkner's  Voice, . 

To  lure  this  Ta (Tel- gentle  back  agen.  . 

Reftraint  has  Fears,  and  may  not  fpeak  aloud  : 

Elfe  would  l  tear  the  Cave  where  Echo  lies,  * 

.  With  repetition  of  my  Marius. - 

Mar.  jun.  It  is  my  Love  that  calls  me  back  agen. 

How  fweetly  Lovers  Voices  found  by  night ! . 

Like  fofteft  Mufick  to  attending  Ears* 

Lavin.  Marius'. 

Mar.  jun  My  Dear. 

Lavin.  What  a  dock  to  mprrow?' 

Mar.  jun,.  At  the  hour  of  nine.  •  Lavin. 
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Lawn.  I  will  not  fail :  *Tis  twenty  years  till  then.1 
Why  did  I  call  theei)adk  ? 

Mar.  jun .  Let  me  here  ftay  till  thoujremember’ft  why. 

Lavin.  The  morning’s  breaking,  I  woud  have  tbee  gone. 

And  yet  no  farther  than  a  Wanton's  Bird, 

That  lets  it  hop  a  little  from  his  hand, 

To  pull  it  by  its  Fetters  back  agen. 

Mar.  jun.  Would  1  were  thine. 

Lawn.  Indeed,  and  fo  would  I : 

Yet  I  fhould  kill  thee  fure  with  too  much  cherifliing.  5 

No  more. —  Good  night. 

Mar.  jun.  There’s  fuch  fweetpain  in  parting, 

That  1  could  hang  for  ever  on  thy  Arms, 

And  look  away  my  life  into  thy  Eyes. 

Lavin .  To  morrow  will  come. 

Mar.  jun.  So.it  will.  Good  night. 

Heav’n  be  thy  Guard;  and  all  its  Bleflings  wait  thee — [Ex.  Lavin. 
To  morrow  !  7tis  no  longer  :  But  Defires* 

Are  fwift,  and  longing  Love  wou’d  lavifh  time, 

Tomorrow  !  oh  to  morrow  !  till  that  come, 

The  tedious  hours  move  heavily  away, 

And  each  long  minute  feems  a  lazy  day. 

Already  Light  is  mounted  in  the  Air, 

Striking  it  felf  through  every  Element.  * 

Our  Party  will  by  this  time  be  abroad, 

To  try  the  Fate  of  Marius  and  Rome. 

Love  and  Renowiliure  court  me  thus  together. 

Smile,  fmile,  y?Gods,  and  giveSuccefs  to  both. 

SC  E*N  E,  the  Forum.  • 

*  Enter  Four  Citizens. 


{Exit 
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$  Cit.  V  V  El),.  Neighbour,  now  we  are  here,  what  mult  we  do  ? 

1.  Cit.  Why,  you  mull  give  your  Vote  for  Cam  Marins  to  be 
Conful :  And  if  any  body  fpeaks  againft  you  knock  ’em  down. 

2.  Cit.  The  truth  one  is,  there’s  nothing  like  a  Civil  Govern¬ 
ment,  where  good  Subjects  may  have  leave  to  knock  Brains  out 
to  maintain  Privileges. 

3 .  Cit.  Look  you — but  what’s  this  Syllal  this  Sylla  ?  I’ve  heard 
great  talk  of  him.— He’s  a  damnable  fighting  Fellow  they  fay  j 
but  hang  him — he’s  a  Lord. 

i.  Cit.  Ay,  foheis.  Neighbours-:  And  I  know  not  why  any 
one  fhould  be  a  Lord  more  than  another.  1  care  not  for  a  Lord  : 
What£ood  do  they  do?  nothing  but  run  in  our  debts,  and  lie 
with  our  Wives—  Dz  4-  Cit. 
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4.Cit.  Why,  there’s  a  Grievance  now.  I  have  three  Bpys  at 
home,  no  more  mine  than  Rome*  s  mine.  They  are  all  fair  curl’d 
hair  Cupids  ;  and  I  am  an  honeft  black  tauny  Kettle-fac’d  Fellow.-- 

I’ll  ha’no  Lords. -  [Drums  and  Trumpets . 

i .  cit*  Hark!,  hark!.  Drums  and  Trumpets!  Drums  and 
Trumpets !  They  are  coming.  Be  you  fure  you  roar  out  for  a 
Marins  \  and  do  as  much  mifchief  as  you  can.' - — 

Enter  Marius  fehior  and  his  Sons ,  Marius  horn  upon  the  Shoulders  of  - 
two  Roman  Slaves  ;  Sulpitius  at  the  Head  of  the  Guards . 

£ Trumpets . 

Sulpit .  Hearken,  ye  Men  of  Rome .  I,  I,  Sulpitius , 

Your  Tribune,  and  Protedfeor  of  your  Freedoms, 

By  virtue  of  that  Office  here  have  call’d  you 
To  chufe  a  Conful.  *  Mithridates  King  of  Pontus  has  begun  a  War 
upon  us, 

Invaded  our  Allies,  our  Edidfcs  violated. 

And  threatens  Rome  it  felf.  Whom  will  you  chufe 
To  lead  you  forth  in  this  moft  Glorious  War  ? 

Marius ,  or  Sylla  ? 

Elicit.  A  Marius !  a  Marius  J  a  Marius  ! 

Mar.  fen:  Country-men, 

And  Fellow  Citizens,  my  Brethren  all. 

Or,  if  it  may  be  thought  a  dearer  name. 

My  Sons,  my  Children,  Glory  of  my  Age; 

I  come  not  hither  arm’d  to  force  your  Suffrage* 

As  Sylla  does  to  enter  Rome  with  Pow’r, 

As  if  he  meant  a  Triumph  o’er  his  Country . 

I  have  not.  made  a  Party  in  the  Senate,  V 

To  bring  you  into  Slavery,  or  load 

Your  Necks  with  the  hard  Yoke  of  Lordly  PowY.  * 

1  am  no  Noble,  but  a  Free-born  Man, 

A  Citizen  of  Romey  as  all  you  are, 

A  Lover  of  your  Liberties  and  Laws, 

Your  Rights  and  Privileges.  Witnefs  here 
Thefe  Wounds,  which  in  your  Service  1  have  got. 

And  beff  plead  for  me.  — 

All  Git*  Marius !  Marias !  Marius  /  No  Sylla !  no  Sylla!  no  Sylla ! 
Sulpit .  No  more  remains, 

Moft'honourable  Conful,  but  that  (freight- you  tro  int 
The  Seat-Tribunal  —  Lidfors,  bring  your  Rods, 

Axes  and  Fafces,  and  prefent’em  here. 

Hail  Cains  Marius  Conful  of  the  War. 

v  * 
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Trumpets.  Ester  Metellus,  Cinna,  Antonius,  Quintus  Pompdus, 
his  Son,  &c.  Guards. 

Mull.  Sec,  Romans ,  there  the  Ruine  of  your  Freedom, 

The  blazing  Meteor  that  bodes  ill  to  Rome. 

Oppreflion,  Tyranny,  Avarice  and  Pride, 

All  centre  in  that  melancholick  Brow. 

If  you  are  mad  for  Slavery,  long  to  try 

The  weight  of  abs’lute  Chains,  once  more  proclaim  him, 

And  [hout  fo  loud  till  Mvthridaxes  hear, 

And  laugh  to  think  your  Throats  fit  for  his  Sword. 

Take  me,  take  all  your  Senators,  and  drag 
Us  headlong  to  the  Tyber^— plunge  us  in, 

And  bid  adieu  to  Liberty  for  ever— 

Then  turn  and  fall  before  your  new-made  God  •, 

Bring  your  Eftates,  your  Children  and  your  Wives, 

And  lay  ’em  at  the  feet  of  his  Ambition. 

This  you  muft  do,  and  well  it  will  become 
Such  Slaves,  who  fell  their  Charters  for  a  Holy-day, 

Cit.  No  Marius !  no  Marius ! 

Metell.  Quintus  Pompeius1  in  the  Senate’s  Name, 

As  Conful,  we  command  thee  to  demand 
Juftice  of  Marius ,  and  proclaim  him  Traitor. 

QJPomp .  Defcendthen,  Marius ,  Traitor  to  the  State 
And  Liberty  of  Rome ,  and  hear  thy  Sentence. 

Mar.  fen.  Now,  by  the  Gods,  this  Caufe  is  worthy  of  me. 
Worthy  my  Fate. 

Is  this  the  Right  and  Liberty  of  Rome , 

To  pull  its  Lawful  Conful  from  his  Seat, 

Unjudg’d,  and  brand  him  with  the  mark  of  Traitor  ? 

Draw  all  your  Swords,  all  you  that  are  my  Friends. 

Sulpitius ,  damn  the  Rabble,  let  ’em  fall 
Like  common  Drofs  with  that  well-fpoken  Fool* 

That  popular  Clack :  or  let  us  fell  our  Fates  * 

So  dear,  that  Rome  may  ficken  with  our  Fall. 

-All  Cit.  No  Marius !  no  Marius!  Down  with  him^down  with  him. 
Snip.  Ha  !  What  art  thou  ? 

T.Fomp .  The  ConfiifsSon.  • 

Snip.  A  Worm  5 

A  thin  Skin  full  of  Dirt  \  and  thus  I  tread  thee 
Into  thy  Mother  Earth.— [Kills him. 
Mar.  fen.  Drag  hence  that  Traitor, 

And  bring  me  ftraight  his  Head  upon  thy  Dart. 

The  Fate  of  Rome's  begun. 

QJPomp.  Our  Children  murther  d, 
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Thus  maflacred  before  our  Eyes  i  Come  all 
That  love  Pompeins,  and  revenge  his  lofs. 

Sulpit.  Fallon.  v  . 

dllCit.  No  Marins!  no  Marins!  Liberty!  Liberty!  &c. 

f  They  fight,  Ma- 
l  rius  Conquers.— 

Mar.  fen.  Thanks  for  this  good  beginning,  Gods,  Thefe  Slaves 
Thefe  wide- mouth’d  Brutes  that  bellow  thus  for  Freedom, 

Oh !  how  they  ran  before  the  hand  of  pow'r, 

Flying  for  (belter  into  every  Brake  ! 

Like  cow’rdly  fearful  Sheep  they  break  their  Herd, 

When  the  Woolf’s  outnnd  ranging  for  his  Prey. 

Snlpitinsr  thy  Guards  did  noble  Service. 

Snlpitl  Oh  !  they  are  Fellows  -fit  for  you  and  I, 

Fit  for  the  work  of  Power :  fay  the  word. 

Not  one  amongft  'em  all  but  what  (hall  run, 

Take  an  old  grumbling  Senator  by  th'Beard, 

And  (hake  his  Head  off  from  his  fhrinking  Shoulders. 

Mar.  fen.  Sylla,  I  hear,  is  at  the  Gates  of  Rome. 

Proclaim  (Iraight  Liberty  to  every  Slave 
That  will  but  own  the  Caufe  of  Cains  Marins . 

Horrour,  Confufion,  and  inverted  Order, 

Vaf!  Qefolation,  Slaughter,  Death  and  Ruine 
Muft  have'their  courfes  ere  this  Ferment  fettle. 

€t  Thus  the  Great  Jove  above,  who  rules  alone, 
ct  When  Men  forget  his  God-like  Pow’r  to  own, 

<£  Ufes  no  common  means,  no  common  ways,. 

45  But  fends  forth  Thunder,  and  the  World  obeys.  lEx.  omncs . 


The  End  of  the  Second  A  c  t.‘ 
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ACT  III 

Enter  Sulpitius,  Granius,  and  all  the  G Hards. 

Sulpit*  T)  Ome  never  faw  a  morning  fure  like  this : 

IV  Now  (he  begins  to  know  the  Rod  of  Pow’r  •, 

Her  wanton  blood  canfmart. 

Were  I  the  Conful,  not  a  Head  in  Rome 

That  had  but  Thoughts  of  Syllay  (hould  ftand  fafe. 

Gran.  Slaughter  fhou’d  have  continu'd  with  the  day, 

Mercy  but  gives  Sedition  time  to  rally. 

Every  fofc,  plianr,  talking,  bufie  Rogue, 

Gathering  a  Flock'  of  hot  brain’d  Fools  together. 

Can  preach  up  new  Rebellion.  Till  the  Heads 
Of  all  thofe  heavenly-infpired  Knaves  be  cruftfd. 

No  Power  can  be  fafe  — 

Sulpit.  Much  will  this  day 
DeterrxTine  •,  Sylla's  now  before  the  Walls, 

And  all  his  Forces  ready  for  Command. 

Four  thoufand  Slaves  have  taken  hold  on  Freedom, 

And  come  on  Proclamation  to  our  fide.* 

Gran.  Where  (hould  my  Brother  be?  He  came  not  home  to  night. 
Sulpit.  Think  of  him  as  a  Wretch  that’s  dead, 

Stabb’d  with  an  Eye,  run  through  the  Brains  with  Love. 

Gran.  He  talktoffending  Sylla  a  Defiance. 

Sulpit.  Writ  with  a  Pen  made  of  a  Cupid's  Quill. 

Gran.  Why,  what  is  SyHai 

Sulpit.  A  moft  courageous  Captain  at  a  Congee : 

He  fights  by  meafure,  as  your  Artifts  fing, 

Keeps  Diftance,  Time,  Proportion,  refts  his  Refls, 

One,  two,  and  the  third  in  your  Guts. 

Ob'!  he*s  the  very  Butcher  of  a  Button. 

Gran.  Would  1  could  fee  fny  Brother.  That  darn’d  Love 
Of  Women  ruines  nobleft  Purpofes. 

Sulpit.  That  Sex  was  firft  in  mockery  of  us  made. 

They  are  the  faife  deceitful  Glaffes  where 
We  gaze,  and  drefs  our  felves  to  all  the"Shapes 
Of  Folly.  What  is’t  Women  cannot  do  ? 

She’ll  make  a  Statefman  quite  forget  his  Cunning, 

And  truft  his  dearelt  Secrets  to  her  Breaft, 

Where  Fops  have  daily  entrance*:  make  aPriefi; 

Forgetting  the  Hypocrifie  of’s  Office, 
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Dance  and  (how  tricks,  to  prove  his  ftrength  and  brawn  t 
Make  a  Projector  quibble,  an  old  Judge 
Put  on  falfe  hair,  and  paint :  and  after  all, 

Though  (he  be  known  the  lewdeft  of  her  Sex, 

Shell  make  fome  Fool  or  other  think  (he’s  honeft. 

Your  Father  promis’d  me  to  meet  me  here. 

I  wonder  he  delays  fo  long. 

Gran.  He  comes  *  y 
And  with  him  too  my  Brother. 

Sulfit.  See  your  General, 

Salute  him  all  my  Fellow- foldiers. 

Mar.  fen.  This, 

Sulpttins 9  looks  like  Power.  Granins ,  here 
Receive  thy  Brother  to  thy  Arms  and  blefs  him  l 
H’has  done  a  thing  mod  worthy  of  our  Name, 

Sent  a  Defiance  into  Sylla's  Camp, 

Challenging  forth  the  ftouteft  Champion  there. 

In  vindication  of  his  Father’s  Caufe, 

And  not  an  Out- law  there  dare  fend  his  Anfwer. 

Once  more,  Sulpiim ,  are  the  People  ours. 

Enrag'd  with  Sylla' s.coming  arm’d,  to  force 
The  City.  At  the  Celimontane  Gate 
He’s  potted  now,  let’s  fend  him  ftraighfc  Commands 
rth’name  o'th’Senate  and  the  Roman  People, 

Tad  vance  no  farther,  till  the  State  of  Rome 
Be  heard  in  publick,  and  my  Choice  confirm'd. 

Or  he  continu’d  Conful.-^- 
Salp.  That  would  be 
But  to  prolong  Neceflity  *,  for  Rome 
Mud  bleed  :  and  fince  the  Rabble  now*  is  ours,  ,  * 

Keep  the  Fools  hot,  Preach  Dangers  in  their  Ears, 

Spread  falfe  Reports  o  th’Senate,  working  up 
Their  Madnefs  to  a  Fury  quick  and  defp’rate. 

Till  they  rua’headlong  into  Civil  Difcords, 

And  do  our  bufinefs  with  their  own  Deftruttion. 

G ramus,  go  thou. 

Send  word  to  Sylla  that  he  lay  down  Arms, 

And  render  up  himfelf  to  Rosne. 

May.  fan.  There's  (till  ,  » 

A  dangerous  Wheel  at  work,  a  thoughtful  Villain, 

Cinnay  w  h’has  rais’d  his  Fortune  by  the  Jars 
And  Difcords  of  his  Country :  like  a  Fly 
O’er  Fleft,  he  buzzes  about  itching  Ears, 

Till  he  has  vented  his  Infe&ion  there, 

To  fetter  into  Rancor  and  Sedition. 

Would  he  were  fafe. 

Mar.  fen. 
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Mar.  fin.  And  fafehe  (hall  be:  letJurri  be  profcrib’d. 

The  Fine  upon  his  Head  its  weight  in  Gold. 

Wou’d  I  cou’d'buy  McuIIhs  s  as  cheap*. 

I  have  a  tender  Foolifhnefs  within  me 
May  fometimcs  get  the  better  of  my  Rage. 

Snlpitius,  therefore  keep  me  warm  fbilT  ply 
My  ebbing  Fury  with  the  thoughts  of  Sylla , 

Th’  ungrateful  Senate,  and  Metellus  Pride; 

And  let  not  any  thing  may  make  me  dreadful 
Be  left  undone..  Now  to  our  Troops  let’s  haften, 

And  wait  for  Sylla* s  Anfwer  at  our  Arms.  f[Ex.  Mar.  fen. 

and  Granius. 

Snip.  Is  not  this  better  now  than  whining  Love  ? 

Now  thou  again  art  Marias v  Son  of  Arms, 

Thy  Father  s  Honour,  ^nd  thy  Friends  Delight.* 

Enter  Nurfi  and  Clodius. 

#  ' 

Mar.jun.  Snlpitins,  what  comes  here?  A  Sail,  Sal  pit  ins, 

Snipit.  A  tatter’d  one;  and  weather-beaten  much. 

Many  a  boifterous  Storm  has  (lie  been  tofs’d  in, 

And  many  a  Pilot  kept  her  to  the  Wind* 

Nurft.  Clodius. 

Clod.  Madam.  .• 

Snipit.  Madam. 

Nurfe.  My  Fan,  Clodius. 

Snipit.  Ay,  good  Clodius,  to  hide  her  Face. 

•  Nurfi.  Good  morrow,  Gentlemen. 

Snipit.  Good  even,  fair  Gentlewoman. 

Nurfi.  Fair  Gentlewoman  !  Really  ’tis  very  hot. 

Snipit.  It  fhould  be  fo  by  your  Lady fhip’s  parch’d  Face. 

Nurfi.  Marry  come  up,  my  Goflip  :  whole  Man  are  you  ? 

Sulpit.  A  Woman’s  Man,  my  Sybil ,  would’#  thou  try 
My  ftrength  in  Feats  of  amorous  engagement. 

Lead  me  among#  the  Beauteous,  where  they  run 
Wild  in  their  Youth,  and  wanton  to  their  Wildnefs, 

Where  1  may  chufe  the  foremoft  of  the  Herd, 

And  bear  her  trembling  to  fome  Bank  bedeck’d 
With  fweeteft  Flowers,  fuch  as  Joy  would  chufe 
To  dwell  in  ;  throw  my  irlfpir'd  Arms  about  her, 

And  prefs  her  till  fhe  thought  her  felf  more  blefs’d 
Than  Jo  panting  with  the  Joys  of  Jove. 

Nurfi.  Panting?  Joys?  and  Jove  J  Now  by  my  troth ’tis  Very 
pretty. v  ‘Eut,  Gentlemen,  can  any  Body  tell  where  1  may  find 
young  Marius  *• 

Mar.  jnn.  Yes,  I  can  tell  you,  Madam.  I  am  be. 

E  Snipit.  ‘ 
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Sul  fit .  Hah !  by  this  Light  a  Bawd.  So  ho/ 

Gome  let’s  away.  1  hate  a  Morning  Bawd, 

That  ftinks  of  laft-night's  Office. - -  ^  [£**7  Sulpit. 

Nurfe.  Pray,  Sir,  what  fawcy  Fellow's  he  that’s  gone  ? 

Mar.  jm.  A  Gentleman,  Nurfe,  that  loves  to  hear  himfelf  talk ; 
and  will  fpeak  more  in  a  minute  than  he’ll  Hand  to  in  a  Month. 

Nurfe.  And  he  fpeak  any  thing  againft  me.  I’ll  take  him  down, 
2nd  he  were  lufiier  than  he  is,  and  twenty  f^ch  Jacks,  or  I’ll  find  * 

thofe  that  fhall.  But  now,  Sir,  1  wHh  you  much  Joy - 1  hear 

you  are - —  . 

Mar.jun.  Marry’d,  this  day  the  Wetted  deed  was  done* 

When  the  unhappy  Difcords  firft  took  flame 
Betwixt  my  Fatherland  the  Senate  ;  then 
A  holy  Prieft  of  Hymen, ,  whom  with  Gold 
i  brib’d  to  yield  us  privately  his  Office, 

Joyn'd  our  kind  Hands,  and  now  She’s  ever  mine. 

Nurfe.  Well :  fore  God, I  am  fo  vex'd, that  every  part  about  me 
quivers.  But  pray,  Sir, a  word  :  andas  I  told  you,  my  young  Lady 
bade  me  find  you  out.  What  (he  bade  me  fay,  I’ll  keep  to  my  felf. 
But  firft  let  me  tell  you,  if  you  have  led  her  into  a  FooPs  Paradife, 
as  they  fay ;  for  the  Gentlewoman  is  young,  and  therefore  tf.you 
(hould  deal  doubly  with  her,  though,  you  don’t  look  like  a  Gentle* 
man  that  wou’d  ufe  double  dealing  with  a  Lady.--* - 

Mar.  jun.  Commend  me  to  thy  Lady,  I  proteft - 

Nurfe.  Good  heart,  and  i’faith,  I  will  tell  as  much.  Lord ! 
Lord!  (he  will  be  a  joyful  Woman. 

Mar.jun .  Bid  her  devife  this  Evening  to  receive 
Me  at  her  Window  :  Here  is  for  thy  pains —  [ 'Gives  money. 

Nurfe.  No  truly,  Sir;  not  a  Drachma. 

Mar.jun.  Away  •,  I  fay  you  (hall. 

Nurfe .  This  Evening,  fay  you?  well,  (he  (hall  be  there. 

Mar.jun.  And  ftay,  kind  Nurfe,  behind  the  Garden*  walL 
Within  this  Hour  my  Mail  (hall  meet  thee  there, 
ftnd  bring  thee  Cords  like  a  Tackling-Ladder, 

Which  to  the  bleffed  Manfion  of  my  joy 
Maft  be  my  Condud  in  the  fecret  Night. 

Farewell,*-^— - be  true,  and  i’ll  reward  thy  pains. 

Nurfe.  Now  Heav’ns  blefs  thee. - .-—Hark  you,  Sir. 

Mar.jun.  What  fay ’ft  thou,  Nurfe? 

Nurfe.  Nothing, but  that  my  Miflrefs  is  the  fweeteft  Lady.  Lord! 

Lord!  when’cwas  a  little  prating  thing - Oh! - there’s  a 

$par.k,  one  Sylla,  that  would  faifi  have  a  finger  in  the  Pye,- — but 
ike?  good  Soul,  had  as  lieve  hear  of  a  Toad,  a  very  Toad,  as  hear 
of  him.  I  anger  her  fometimes',  and  tell  her  Sy/A*is  the  properer 
Man. — But  i’ll  warrant  you,  when  1  fay  fo,  fhc  looks  as  pale  as  any 

Clout  in  the  vedal  World.  Well,  you  11  be  lure  to  eorae.  - - 

v  Mar.jun . 
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Mar.jun.  As  fu re  as  Truth. 

Nurfe.  Well,  when  it  was  a  little  thing, and  us’d  to  lie  with  me, 
it <wou’d  fo  kick,  fo  fprawl,  and  fo  play— and  then  I  would  tickle 
*  it, and  then  it  would  laugh,  and  then  it  would  play  agen.  When  it 
had  tickling  and  playing  enough,it  would  go  to  deep  as  gently  as  a 

Lamb.  I  (hall  never  forget  it - Then  you’ll  be  fure  to  come— 

Mar.jun.  Can  l  forget  to  live? 

Nurfe.  Nay,  but  fwear  though. 

Morgan.  By  this  Kifs,  which  thou  (halt  carry  to  Lavini a. 
Nurfe.  Oh  !fcdear  Sir,  by  no  means.  Indeed  you  (hail  not.  ihaye 
been  drinking  Oh!  thofeEyesof  yours! 

Mar.jun.  Till  Night  farewell. - - - 

Nurfe.  Till  Nighf,  HI  fay  no  more,  but  da,  da.  Come  Clodiusf 
Ah !  thole  Eyes !  [£**.  Nurfe  and  Glodius, 

Mar.  jun.  What  pains  (he  takes  with  her  officious  Folly  ? 

How  happy  is  the  Evening-tide  of  Life, 

When  Phlegm  has  quench'd  our  Paflions,  trifling  out 
The  feeble  Remnant  of  our  Ully  Days 
In  Follies,  fuch  as  Dotage  belt  is  pleas’d  with. 

Free  from  the  wounding  and  tormenting  Cares 
That  tofs  the  thoughtful,  adtive,  bufie  Mind  ? 

Though  this  Day  be  the  deareft  of  my  Life, 

There's  fomething  hangs  moll  heavy  on  my  Heart, 

And  my  Brain’s  lick  with  Dulnefs. 

Enter  Marius  fenior.  ^ 

Mar.  fen*  Where’s  this  Loyterer,  . ,  . 

This  moll  inglorious  Son  of  Cains  Marius  ? 

With  folded  Arms  and  down-call  Eyes  he  Hands, 

The  Marks  and  Emblem  of  a  Woman’s  Fool.  *  ’Vi 

Mar.  jun My  Father. 

Mar .  fen.  Call  me  by  fome  other  Name ; 

JDifgrace  me  not :  I’m  Marius  j  *  -j 

Ana  Purely  Marius  has  fmali  right  in  thee. . 

Would  Sylla's  Soul  were  thine,  and  thine  were  his,  : ' 

That  he,  as  thou  haft  done,  now  Glory  calls. 

Might  run  for  Ihelter  to  a  Woman’s  Arms, 

And  hide  him  in  her  Bofom  like  a  Babe, 

Mar.  jun.  Then  I’m  a  Coward. 

Mar.  fen.  Art  thou  not  ? 

Mar.jun.  I  am, 

That  thus  can  bear  Reproaches,  and  yet  live. 

Durft  any  Man  but  you  have  call’d  me  fo  ? 

Oh  let  me  fall,  embrace  and  kifs  your  Feet. 

Y’have  rais’d  a  Spirit  in  me  prompts  my  Heart 

E  2  To 
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To  fuch  a  Work  as  Fame  ner  talk’d  of  yet. 

How’ll  you  difpofe  Layma  f  . 

Marins  f^n.  Let  her  fail. 

As  I  would  all  her  Family  and  Name, 

Forgotten  that  they  either  ever  gave 
Thy  Father's  Head  Difhonour,  or  thee  Pain. 

Mar.  jnn.  ’Twas  an  unlucky  Sentence.  She  s/carce  more 
Mete  lias's  Daughter  now  than  Yours :  our  Hands 
Were  by  a  Pried  this  Morning'join’d.  May  Heav’n  • 

Avert  th’ ill  Omen,  and  preierve  my  Father. 

Mar.  fen.  MarryM  ?  lay  ruin’d,  loft  and curlt. 

Mar .  jnn.  Y’have  torn 

The  Secret  from  nie,  and  I  wait  your  Doom. - 

Afar: fen.  Go  where  1  never  more  may  here  thee  nam’d ; 
Gofarthed  from  me,  get  thee  to  * 

•Fall  on  thy  Knees,  and  henceforth  call  him  Parent, 
ive.  yet  one  Son,  that  Purely  won’t  forfake  me : 

EHe  in  this  Bread  I  dill  have  glorious  Thoughts, 

That  will  at  lead  give  Ludre  to  my  Ruine. 

Farewel - my  once  bed  Hopes,  now  greateft  Shame. 

Mar.  jnn.  Condemn  me  rather  to  the  wot»ft  of  Deaths, 

Or  fend  me  chain’d  to  Sylla  like  a  Slave, 

Than  banifh  me  the  bleffing  of  your  Prefence. 

I’ve  thought  and  bounded  all  my  Wifhes  fo,  • 

To  die  for  you  is  Happinefs  enough  5 
5Twould  .be  too  fnuch  ten  joy  Lavinia  too. 

Mar.  fen.  Ag;  in  Lavinia  ? 

Mar.  jm.  Yes,  this  Coward  Slave, 

This  mod  inglorious  Son  of  Cam  Marins^  + 

Though  wedded  to  the  brighted  Beauty,  rais'd  v 

To  th’hightfft  expectation  of  Delight, 

Ev’n  in  this  minute  when  Love  prrompts  his  Heart, 

And  tells,  what  mighty  Pleafures  are  preparing-, 

Is  Mafter  of  a  Mind  unfetter’d  yet? 

Mar.  fen.  What  can’d  thou  do  f  * 

Mar .  jnn .  This  Night  I  fnould  have  gone, 

And  ta’en  poflefikm  of  Lavinia' s  Bed. 

•  Eut  by  fhe  Gods,  thefe  Eyes  no  more  (hall  fee  her. 

Till  1  ve  done  fomething  that’s  above  Reward, 

And  you  your  felf  prefent  her  to  rfry  Arms. 

Afar,  fem  Why  dod  thou  talk  thus  to  me  ?  * 

.  Mar.  jnn  Hark!  .  [ Trumpets . 

The  Tgampets  found,  and  bufiriefs  is  at  hand. 

It  feems  as  if  our  Guards  upon  the  Walls 
Were  juft:  engag’d,  and  Sylla  come  upon  era.  ■ 

The  Gods,  have  done^me  Juftfc^ 
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Afar .  fen.  Get  thee  gone, 

And  leave  me.  to  my  Fate, 

Thou  maim’d  and  wounded,  and  unfit  for  Wap, 

Mar.  jun.  I’ll  follow  you, - 

Afar- fen.  Thou* (halt  nor*  . 

Mar.  jun.  By  the  Gods,  I  will. 

Mar.  fen.  How?  difobey’d  then  ? 

Mar.  jun.  Bid  a  Courfer  fpur’d 
Stop  in  his  full  Career  *  bid  Tides  run  back, 

Or  failing  Ships  fraud  frill  before  the  Wind, 

Or  Winds  th'emlelves  not  blow  when  Jove  provokes  em, . 

Afar.  fen.  Away*  and  do  not  tempt  my  Fury  farther.  . 

.Mar.  jun.  Why  ?  would  you  kill  me  ? 

Mar.  fen.  No,  no:  I  hope  thou  art  referv’d  yet  for 
A  better  Fate.  ^ 

Mar.jm.  Thanks,  Hcav’n. 

Thefe  few  kind  words  (hew  I’m  not  quite  unhappy. 

Mar.  fen.  Then  do  not  Coptradidt  my  Will  in  this 
But  part,  and  when  our  Hands  next  meet  agen, 

Bet  in  the  Heart  of  Sylla  or  Met  elites - .  *  [£>*>.- 

[  Erumfets  agen. 

Mar,  jun .  Sound’higher,  ye  fhrilt  Inftrumentsof  War,  • 

And  urge  its  Horrors  up,  till  they  become, 

If  pofiible,  as  terrible  as  mine. 

Oh  my  Lav'mia !  though  this  Night  I  fall,  „ 

At  my  return  I  (hall  be  doubly  happy. 

Such  Trials  the  great  ancient  Hero’s  paft. 

Who  little  prefent  Hsppinefs  could  tafr, 

Yet  did  great  Adtiojns,  and  were  Gods  at  laft:  *  LEx^ 
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Enter  Lavinia.* 

jLavin./^  Allop  apace,-  ye  fiery-footed  Steeds, 

VJ  Tow’rcjs  Phoebus's  Lodging.  Such. a  Charioteer 
As  Phaeton  would  lafii  you  to  the  Wefr, 

And  bring  in  cloudy  Night  Immediately. 

Spread  thy  dlofe  Curtains  Love-performing  Night. 

To  foher-fuited  Matron  all  in  black  \ 

That  jealous  Eyes  may  wink,  and.  Marius 
Leap  to  thefe  Arms  untalkt  of  and  unfeen. 

Oh  !  give  me  Marius^  and  when  he  (hall  die. 
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Take  him,  and  cat  him  out  in  little  Stars  7 
And  he  will  make  the  Face  of  Heaven  fo  fine. 

That  all  the  World  (hall  grow  in  love  with  Night, 

And  pay  no  worfhip  to  the  gaudy  Sun. 

Oh !  I  have  bought  the  Manfion  of  a  Love, 

But  not  pofleft  it - Tedious  is  this  Day, 

As  in  the  Night  before  fome  Feftival 
To  an  impatient  Child  that  has  new  Robes, 

Enter  Nurfe  and  Clodius. 

And  may  not  wear  ’em.  Welcome,  Nurfe :  what  News? 

How  fares  the  Lord  of  all  my  Joys,  my  Marins} 

Nurfe .  Oh.'  a  Chair !  a  Chair !  no  Queftions,  but  a  Chair  !  So. 
Lavin.  Nay,  prithee  Nurfe,  why  doft  look  fo  fiad? 

Oh  l  do  not  fpoii  the  Mufick  of  good  Tidings 
With  fuch  a  Melancholick  wretched  Face. 

Nurfe.  Oh !  I  am  weary, very  weary*.  Clodius^ my  Cordial-bottle. 
Fie  !  how  jny  Bones  ake  !  what  a  Jaunt  have  I  had  ! 

Lavin.  Do  not  delay  me  thus,  but’qnickly  tell  me, 

Will  Marins  come  to  Night  ?  Speak,  will  he  tome  ? 

Nurfe .  Alas f  alas!  whathafte?  oh!  cannot  you  ftay  a  little  ? 
oh!  do  not  you  fee  that  fm  out  of  breath?  oh  this  Phthifick! 
Clodius  the  Cordial. 

fc*  Lavin.  Th’excufe  thou  mak’ft  for  this  unkind  delay  % 

Is  longer  than  the  Tale  thou  halt  to  tell. 

Is  thy  News  good  or  bad  ?  anfwer  to  that. 

Say  either,  and  I’ll  ftay  the  Circumftance. 

H Nurfe.  Well,  you  have  made  a  Ample  Choice :  you  know  not 
how  to  chufe  a  Man.  Yet  his  Leg  excels  aH  Men’s.  And  for  a 
Hand  and  a  Foot  and  a  Shape,  though  they  are  not  to  be  talk'd  of~ 
yet  they  are  paft  compare.  What,  have  you  Binrd  within  ? 

Lavin.  No,  no:  what  foolifh  Qpeftions  doft  thou  ask? 

What  fays  he  of  his  coming  ?  what  of  that  ? 

Nurfe .  Oh !  how  my  Head  akes !  what  a  Head  have  1 ! 

It  beats  as  it  would  fall  in  twenty  pieces. 

My  back  o’Tother  fide !  ah  !  my  Back  !  my  Back.! 

Befhrew  your  Heart  for  fending  me  about 
To  catch  my  Death.* — This  Back  of  mine  will  break.  [Drinks* 

Lavin .  Indeed  I’m  forry  if  thou  art  hot  well. 

But  prithee  tell  me,  Nurfe,  what  fays  my  Love*? 

Nurfe.  Why,  your  Love  fays  like  an  honeft  Gentleman,  and  a 
kind  Gentleman,  and  a  hand  fome — -and  I’ll  warrant  avertuous 

-Gentleman.  [ Drinks .]  Well - what?  where’s  your  Father? 

Lavin.  Where’s  my  Father?  why,  he  s  af  the  Senate. 

How  odly  thou  reply’ft  ? 
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Your  Love  fays  like  an  honeft  Gentleman, 

Where’s  your  Father  ? 

N urfe.  Gh  good  Lady  dear ! 

Are  you  fohot?  marry  come  up,  I  trow. 

Is  this  a  Poultifs  for  my  aking  Bones  ? 

Henceforward  do  your  JVteflages  your  felf. 

Lavin.  Nay,  prithee  be  not  angry  Nurfe,  1  meant 
No  ill.  Speak  kindly,  will  my  Marius  come  ? 

Nurfe.  Will  he  ?  will  a  Duck  fwim  ? 

Lavin.  Then  he  will  come. 

Nurfe.  Come  ?  why,  he  will  come  upon  all  four,  but  hell  come. 
Go,  get  you  in,  and  fay  your  Prayers :  go. 

Lavin.  For  Bleflings  on  my  Marius  and  Thee. 

Nurfe .  Well,  it  would  be  a  fad  thing  though - ■ 

Lavin.  What? 

Nurfe.  If  Marius  (hould  not  come  now — for  there’s  old  doings 
at  the  Gates,  they  are  at  it  ding-dong.  Tantarara  go  the  Trum¬ 
pets  ^  Shout,  cry  the  Soldiers  -7  Clatter  go  the  Swords.  I’ll  war¬ 
rant,  i  made  no  fmall  hafte. - 

Lavin.  And  is  my  Marius  there?  alas  my  Fears!  [Trumpets. 
The  Noife  comes  this  way.  Guard  my  Love,  ye  Gods, 

Orltrike  me  with  your  Thunder  when  he  falls.'  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  the  Forum. 


Enter  Marius  fenior,  Mar  ins  junior,  Granius,  Sulpitius,  Catulu5,tf*c. 
Guards ,  Litters ,  on  one  fide  :  . 

MeteUus,  Sylla,  Quintus  Pompeius,  Guards ,  on  the  other. 


[Trumpets  found  a  march. 


See  here  the  Fathers  of  thy  bleeding  Country 
Proftrate  for  Refuge  at  thy  feet:  fee  there 
The  Terror-of  our  Freedom,  and  thy  Foe, 

The  Perfecutor  of  thy  Friends,  the  Scourge 
Of  Truth  and  Juftice,  and  the  Plague  of  Rome.  . 

Mar.  fen.  What  art  Thou  that  can  ft  lend  thy  flaviihEars 
To  flattering  Hypocrifie  ? 

Sylla.  My  Name  thou  haft  heard. 

And  fled  from.  I  am  the  Friend  of  Rome , 

The  Terror  and  the  Bane  of  thee  her  Foe. 
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Mar.  fen.  If  th’art  her  Friend,  why  com’ft  thou  here  thus  arm’d, 
Slaughtering  her  Citizens*  and  laying  wafte.her  Walls  ? 

SyUa ,  To  free  her  from  a  Tyrant’s  Power. 

Mar.  fen.  Who  is  that tyrant? 

Sylla.  Thou,  who  haft  oppreft 
Her  Senate,  made  thy  felf  by  force  a  Conful, 

•  Set  free  her  Slaves,  and  arm'd ’em  ’gainft  her  Laws.- 

Mar.  fen .  Hear  this,  ye  Romans,  and  then  judge  my  Wrongs* 
Have  1  oppreft  you?  l\ave  I  forc’d  your  Laws  ? 

Am  1  a  Tyrant?  I,  whom  ye  have  rais’d 
For  my  prue  Services,  to  what  lam? 

Remember  th 'Ambrons,  Cimbri ,  and  the  Teutons  j 
Remember  the  Confederate  Wan 
Sylla.  Where  Thou, 

Cold  and  delaying,  wert  by  Silo  brav’d,  -? 

Scorn’d  by  thy  Soldiers,  and  at  laft  compell’d 
Inglorioufly  to  quit  th’unwieidy  Charge. 

. .  Remember  too  who  baniih’d  good  MeteUus, 

'  The  Friend  and  Parent  of  thy  obfcure  Family,.  ‘  / 

That  rais’d  thee  from  a  Peafant  to  a  Lord, 

Mar.  fen.  Bafely  thou  wrong’ lb  the  Truth.My  actions  rais’d  me. 
Had?ft  thou  been  born  a  Peafant,  ftill  thou’dft  been  fo : 

But  1  by  Service  to  thy  Countfy’ve  made 
My  Name  renown’d  in  Peace,  and-fear’d  in  War. 

SyUa.  In  th tjuyurtkine  War,  whofe  King  was  taken  * 

Pris’ner  by  me,  and  Marius  triucnpht  for’t. 

Mar.  fen.  Thou  ftol’ft  him  bafely,  ftprft  him  at  the  price 
Of  his  Wife’s  LuIL:  Thou  barter’d’ft  his  Betraying, 

And  in  the  Capitol  haft  Pageants  fet 
In  memory  of  thy  .Vanity  and  Shame.  4 

Sylla.  Thy  Shame.  \  • 

Mar.  fen.  My  Honour,  proud  pfcfumptuous  Boy, 

Who  would’ft.be  gaudy  in  an  unfit  Drefs, 
m  And  Wear  my  caft  off  Glories  after  me. 

SylU.  I’d  rather  wear  fome  Beggar’s  rotten  Rags, 

By  him  left  dangling  on  a  High-way  Hedge, 

Than  foil  my  Laurels  with  a  Leaf  of  thine, 

Thou  fcorn’d  Plebeian. 

‘Mar.  fen.  Worft  Perdition  catch  thee. 

Sylla.  Disband  that  Rout  of  Rebels  at  thy  heels. 

And  yield  thy  felf  to  Juftice  and  the  Senate, 

Mar.  fen.  Juftice  from  Thee  demanded  on  my  Head? 

*Firft  clear  thy  felf,  quit  thy  ufurp’d  Command  : 

.  Approach  and  kneel  come,  whom  thou  haft  wrong'd. 

Sylla.  Upon  thy  Neck  l  would. 

.Mar.  fen. '  As  foon  thou’dft  take 
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A  Lion  by  the  beard :  thou  dar  ft  not  think  ont. 

Sylla.  I  dare,  and  more. 

Mar.  fen.  Then  Gods,  I  take  your  word  ; 

If  there  be  truth  in  you,  I  (hall  not  fall 
This  E)ay.  My  Friends  and  feliow-Soldiers,  now, 

Fight  as  I’ve  feen  you  :  .For  the  Life  of  Sylla, 

Leave  it  to  me  *,  for  much  Revenge  muft  go 
Along  with  Death  when  fuch  a  Vi&im  bleeds. 

Syll.  My  Lords  withdraw. 

Metell.  No,  truft  the  Gods,  I’ll  fee  ' 

My  Country’s-Fatef  and  with  her  live,  or  die. 

Mar.  fen.  Now ,  Sylla. 

Sylla .  Now,  my  Veterans,  conlider 
You  fight  for  Laws,  for  Liberty,  for  Life. 

Mar.  fen.  Rebellion  never,  wanted  that  pretence. 

Thou  lhadow  of  what  I  have  been,  thou  Puppet 
Of  that  great  State  and  Honours  I  have  born, 

If  thou’it  do  fomething  worthy  of  thy  place,  \ 

Let’s  join  our  Battel  with  a  force  may  glut 

The  Throat  of  Death,  and  choak  him  with  himfelf; 

As  fiercely  as  deftroying  Whirlwinds  rife,* 

Or  as  Clouds  dalh  when  Thunder  (hakes  the  Skies. 

[Trampcts  found  a  Charge  :  They  fiykt. 

Re-enter  Marius  fenior,  takgn  by  Sylla’ s  Party. 

Mar.  fen.  Forfaken,  and  a  Prisoner  ?  Is  this  all 
That’s  left  of  Marias  ?  The  old,  naked  Trunk 
Of  that  tall  Pine  that  was?  Away,  ye  Shrubs, 

Ye  clinging  Brambles ;  do  not  clog  me  thus, 

But  let  me  run  into  the  Jaws  of  Death, 

And  finiffi  my  ill  Fate.  Or  muft  I  be  •  . 

Preferv'd  a  publick  Spectacle,  expos’d 
To  Scorn,  and  make  a  Holyday  for  Slaves? 

Oh  !  that  Thought’s  Hell.  Sure  I  fhould  know  thy  Face* 

Thou  haft  born  Office  under  me.  If  e’er 
In  my  beft  Fortune  I  deferv’d  thy  Friendffiip, 

Give  me  a  Romans  Death,  and  fet  me  free. 

That  no  Difhonour  in  my  Age  o’ertake  me. 

Officer.  I’ve  ferv’dand  lov’d  you  .well:  nor  would  I  fee 

Your  Fall — - My  Orders  were,  to  fave  your  Life. 

Mar.  fin.  Thou’rta  Time-ferver,  that  can’ft  flatter  Mifery. 

Enter  Marius  junior,  Granius,  dtf^'Sulpitius,  Frtfoners . 

My  Sons  in  Bonds  too,  and  Salpitiusf 

F  Salpit' 
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.  Sul  pit.  Yes,  the  Rat-catchers  have  trapp’d  rae»  Now  mufti 
Befbod  for  Crows,  and  ftink  upon  a  Tree, 

Whiift  Coxcombs  ftrowl  abroad  on  Holydays, 

To  t2(ke  the  Air,  and  fee  me  rot.  A  pox 
On  Fortune,  and  a  pox  6n  that  firft  Fool 
That  taught  the  World  Ambition. 

Enter  Quint.  Pompeius.  four  Littors  before  hm . 

SKJPomp.  Draw  near, 

Ye  Men  of  Romes  and  hear  the  Law  pronounc’d.  • 

Thou  Marins,  whofe  Ambition  and  whofe  Pride 
Hall  coft  fo  many  Lives,  the  firft  that  eJer 
Wag’d  Civil  Wars  income,  Thee  and  thy  Sonsy 
Thy  Family  and  Kin,*  with  that  vile  Slave 
And  Mini fler  of  all  thy  Outrages,  .  k  » 

The  curs’d  Snlpitins,  Baniihment’s  thy  Lot  y 
After  to  morrow’s  Dawn  if  found  i’th’  Cityy 
Death  be  thy  Doom  :  fo  hath  the  Senate  faid. 

So  fiourilh  Peace  and  Liberty  in  Rome. 

•  [Exit  Quint.  Pompeius,  Li  Si  or  s  crying  Liberty . 

Mar.  fen.  1  thank  ye,  Gods,  .upon  my  Knees  I  thank  ye, 

For  plaguing  me  above  all  other  Men. 

Come,  ye  young  Heroes,  kneel  and  praife  the  Heav’ns, 

For  crowning  thus  your  youthful  Hopes.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

What  pleafant  Game  hath  Fortune  play’d  to  day  f 
Oh  !  I  could  burft  with  Laughter.  Why,  now  Rome V 
At  Peace.  But  may  it.be  as  fhort  and  vain 
As  Joys  but  dreamt  of,  or  as  lick  Men’s  Slumbers. 

Now  let’s  take  hands,  and  bending  to  the  Earth, 

To  all  th’Infernal  Powers  let  us  fwear. 

AIL  We  fwear. 

Mar.  fn.  That’s  well:  By  the  Deftinies, 

By  all  the  Furies;  and  the  Fiends  that  wait 
About  the  Throne  of  Hell,  and  by  Hell’s  King, 

We’ll  bring  Deftrudtion  to  this  curfed  City  ; 

Let  not  one  Stone  of  all  her  Towers  Hand  fa fe. 

Mar.  jm.  Let  not  her  Temples  nor  her  Gods  efcape. 

Gran.  Let  Husbands  in  their  Wives  Embraces  peri  h. 

Mar.  fen.  Her  young  Men  raafiacred. 

Snlpit.  Her  Virgins  ravilh-d. 

Mar.jnn.  And  let  her  Lovers  all  my  Torments  feel, 

Doating  like  me,  and  like  me  banilhed. 

Thus  let  ’emXurfe,  thus  raving  tear  their  Hair. 

And  fall  upon  the  ground  as  I  do  now.  > 
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Mur,  fen.  Itife  then,  and  to  Lavinia  go.  This  Night’s 
Thy  own. 

Mar.  jun.  And  ever  after  Pain  and  Sorrow, 

Bat  go  thou,  find  Lavinia’s  Woman  out——  [To  bis  Servant. 
Tell  her  I’ll  come,  and  bid  her  chear  my  Love, 

For  1*11  notfail,  but  in  this  Night  enjoy 
Whole  Life,  and  forgive  Nature  what's  to  come. 

Mar.  fen.  Thus  then  let’s  part  •,  each  take  his  feveral  way. 

As  to  a  Task  of  Darknefs :  when  we  meet 
In  hated  Exile,  we’ll  compute  Accompts, 

And  fee  what  Mifchief  each  has  gathered  then. 

For,  Rome ,  I  (hall  be  yet  once  more  thy  Lord, 

If  Oracles  have  truth,  and  Augurs  lye  not. 

For  yet  a  Child,  and  in  my  Fathers  Fields 
Playing,  I  feven  young  Eagles  chanc’d  to  find  ; 

Which  gathering  up  I  to  my  Parents  bore. 

The  Gods  were  fought,  who  promis’d  me  from  thence 
As  many  times  the  Confulate  of  Rome. 

Six  times  already  I’ve  that  Office  bore,  • 

Am  fo  far  has  the  Prophecy  prov’d  true. 

But  if  Eve  manag’d  ill  the  time  that’s  paft, 

And  too  remifs  fix  elder  Fortunes  loft. 

The  youngeft  Darling-Fate  is  yet  to  come. 

And  Thop  fhalt  feel  me  then,  ungrateful  Rome.  [Exeunt. 


The  End  of  the  Third  Act. 
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ACT.  IV. 


SCENE  the  Garden. 

>  Enter  Lavinia  and  Marius  junior, 

Lavin.  IX7ilt  thou  be  gone? “It  is  not  yet  near  Day, 

V  V  [t  was  the  Nightingale,  and  not  the  Lark, 

That  pierc’d  the  fearful  hollow  of  thy  Ear. 

Nightly  on  yon  Pomegranate-tree  (he  lings. 

Believe  me,  Love,  it  was  the  Nightingale. 

Mar.jund  Ohi  'twas  the  Lark,  the  Herald  of  the  Morn, 

No  Nightingale.  Look,  Love,  what  envious  Streaks 
Of  Light  embroider  all  the  cloudy  Eaft. 

Night’s  Candles  are  burnt  out,  and  jocund  Day 
Upon  the  Mountain-tops  fits  gaily  d'reft, 

Whilft  all  the  Birds  bring  Mufick  to  his  Levy. 

I  mull  be  gone  and  live,  or  flay  and  die - - 

Lav'tn.  Oh!  oh!  what  wretched  Fortune  is  my  lot  L 
Sure,  giving  Thee,  Heav’n  grew  too  far  in  Debt 
To  pay,  till  Bankrupt-like  it  broke;  whilft  I, 

A  poor  compounding  Creditor,  am  forc’d 
To  take  a  Mite  for  endlefs  Summs  of  Joy. 

Mar.jm.  Let  me  be  taken,  let  me  fuffer  Death, 

I  am  content,  fo  Thou  wilt  have  is  fo— — 

By  Heaven,  yon  gray  is  not  the  Morning’s  eye. 

But  the  reflexion  of  pale  Cynthia's  Brightnefs, 

Nor  is’t  the  Lark  we  hear,  whofe  Notes  do  beat 
So  high,  and  eccho  in  the  Vault  of  Heaven. 

Tm  all  defire  to  ftay,  no  will  to  go. 

How  is’t,  my  Soul?  let’s  talk:  it  is  not  Day. 

Lavin.  Oh  !  it  is,  it  is - Fly  hence  away,  my 

It  is  the  Lark,  and  out  of  tune  jfhe  lings, 

With  grating  Dlfcords  and  unpleafing  Strainings. 

Some  ’lay  the  Lark  and  loathfome  Toad  change  Eyes : 

Now  1  could  wilh  they  had  chang’d  Voices  too  *, 

Or  that  a  Lethargy  had  feiz’d  the  Morning, 

And  ihe  had  flept,  and  never  wak’d  again. 

To  part  me  from  th’ Embraces  of  my  Love. 

What  (hall  become  of  me,  when  thou  art  gone  > 

Marian,  The  Gods  that  heard  our  Vows,  and  know  our  Loves, 

Seeing 
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Seeing  my  Faith,  and  thy  unfpotted  Truth, 

Will  fure  take  care,  and  let  no  Wrongs  annoy  thee. 

Upon  my  Knees  I’ll  ask  ’em  every  Day, 

How  my  Lavinia  does :  And  every  Night, 

In  the  fevere  Diftrefles  of  my  Fate, 

As  I  perhaps  (hall  wander  through  the  Defart,  ♦ 

And  want  a  place  to  reft  my  weary  Head  on, 
ril  count  the  Stars,  anji  blefs  ’em  as  they  (hine* 

And  court  ’em  all  for  my  Lavinia' s  fafety. 

Lavin.  Oh  Banifhment,  eternaLBanilhment ! 

Ne’er  to  return  !  muft  we  ne’er  meet  agen? 

My  Heart  will  break,  1  cannot  think  that  Thought 
And  live.  Cou’d  I  but  fee  to  th’  end  of  Woe, 

There  were  fome  Comfort - -but  eternal  Torment 

Is  even  infupportable  to  thought.. 

It  cannot  be  that  we  Ihall  part  for  ever. 

Mar.jun.  No,  for  my  Banifhmcnt  may  be  recall’d  . 

My  Father  once  more  hold  a  Pow^r  in  Rome  : 

Then  (hall  I  boldly  claim  Lavinia  mine, 

Whilft  happieft  Men  (hall  envy  at  the  Bleffing, 

And  Poets  write  the  Wonders  of  our  Loves. 

Lavin.  If  by  my  Father’s  Cruelty  I’m  forc’d. 

When  left  .alone  to  yield  to  Syltfs  Claim, 

Defencelfefs  as  I  am,  and  thou  far  from  me, 

If,  as  I  muft,  I  rather  die  than  fuffer’t, 

What  a  fad  Tale  will  that  be  when  ’tis  told  thee  ? 

I  know  not  what  to  fear,  or  hope,  or  think, 

Or  fay,  or  do.  I  cannot  let  thee  go. 

Mar.jun.  A  Thoufand  things  would,  to  this  purpofe  faid. 

But  (harpen  and  add  weight  to  Sorrow. 

Oh  my  Lavinia !  if  my  Heart  e’er  ftray,— — .  \Knedi* 

Or  any  other  Beauty  ever  charm  me, 

If  1  live  not  entirely  only  thine,  . 

In  that  curft  moment  When  my  Soul  forfakes  thee. 

May  1  be  hither  brought  a  Captive  bound, 

T’adorn  the  Triumph  of  my  bafeft  Foe. 

Lavin.  And  if  I  live  not  faithful  to  the  Lord 
Of  my  firft  Vows,  my  deareft  only  Marias ,  * 

May  I  be  brought  to  Poverty  and  Scorn, 

Hooted  by  Slaves  forth  from  thy  Gates,  Q.Rome3 
Till  flying  to  tne'Woods  t’avoid  my  Shame, 

Sharp  Hunger,  Cold,  or  fome  worfe  Fate  deftroy  me,^ 

And  not  one  Tree  vouchfafe  a  Leaf  to  hide  me. 

Mar.jun.  What  needs  ail  this?— ~ 

Lavin.  Oh  !  I  could  find  out  things 
To  talk  to  thee. for  ever. 
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Afar,  jun.  Weep  not  9  the  time 
We  had  to  Hay  together  has  been  employ’d 

In  richeft  Love - 

Lavin.  We  ought  to  fummon  all 
The  fpirit  of  foftPaflion  up,  to  chear 
Our  Hearts  thus  lab’ring  with  the  pangs  of  Parting* 

Oh  my  poor  Marius! 

.  Mar .  jun.  Ah  my  kind  Lavinia! 

Lavin.  But  dolt  thou  think  we  e’er  fhallmeet  agen? 

Marc  jun.  I  doubt  it  not,  and  all  thefe  Woes  (hall  ferve 
For  fweet  Difcourfes  in  our  time  to  come* 

Lavin.  Alas !  I  have  an  ill-divining  Soul  y 
Methinks  I  fee  thee,  now  thou’rt  from  my  Arms, 

Like  a  ftark  Ghoft,  with  Horror  in  thy  Vifage. 

Either  my  Eye-fight  fails,  or  thou  look’ft  pale. 

Mar.  jun.  A*nd  trull  me,  Love,  in  my  Eye  fo  doll  Thou. 

Dry  Sorrow  drinks  our  Blood- - Farewel. 

Lavin.  Farewel  then.  P&v/V  Mar.  jun. 

Nurfe  within.  Madam. 

Lavin.  My  Nurfe. 

Nurfe  within.  Your  Father’s  up,  and  Day-light  broke  abroad. 

Be  wary,  look  about  you - 

Lavin.  Hah!  is  he  gone  ?  My  Lord,  my  Husband,  Friend, 

I  muft  hear  from  thee  every  Hour  i’th'  Day : 

For  abfent  Minutes  feem  as  many  Days. 

Oh !  by  this  reck’ning  I  (hall  be  moft  old. 

E’er  I  agen  behold  my  Marius.  Nay, 

Gone  too  already  !  ’T was  unkindly  done, 

I  had  not  yet  imparted  half  my  Soul, 

Not  a  third  part  of  its  fond  jealous  Fears : 

But  I’ll  purfue  him  for’t,  and  be  reveng’d  y 
Hang  fuch  a  tender  Tale  about  his  Heart, 

Shall  make  it  tingle  as  his  Life  were  flung : 

Nay  too- — - — Ft]  love  him  ;  never,  never  leave  him  y 
•Fondas  a  Child,  and  refolate  as  Man.  fEw  Lavin. 

Enter  Metellus  mufing. 

Metell.  Sylla  this  Morning  parts  from  hence  to  Capua , 

To  head  that  Army.  Cinna  muft  be  Conful — ~ 

Ay,  Cinna  muft  be.-  He’s  a  bufie  Fellow, 

Knows  how  to  tell  a  Story  to  the  Rabble, 

Hates  Marius  too :  that,  that’s  the  deareft  point. 

I  hope  the  Snares  for  Marius  laid  may  take  him. 

A  hundred  Horfe  are  in  purfuit  to  find  him : 

And  if  they  catch  him,  his  Head’s  fafe,  that’s  certain. 
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O&avms-  will  be  the  other - be  it  fo. 

An  honeft,  fimple,  downright  dealing  Lord: 

A  little  too  Religious,  that’s  his  fault. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

What  now? 

Servant.  A  Letter  left  you  by  a  Liftor, 

Who  told  us  that  it  came  from  the  Lord  SylU. 

m 

Metellus  reads  the  Letter. 

BLamc  not,  Sir ,  my  farting 

So  fuddeniy :  juft  now  I've  had  advice- 
Of  fome  difturbance  in  the  Camp  at  Capua* 

Commend  my  tender* ft  Faith  to  Lavinia. 

You're  Sylla’j  ^Advocate  with  her  and  Rome. 

Enter  Nurfe , 

Well,  Nurfe. 

Nurfe .  My  Lord. 

MetelL  How  dpes  my  Daughter  ? 

Nurfe.  Truly  very  ill : 

She  has  not  flept  a  wink : 

Nothing  but  tofs’d  and  tumbled  all  this  Night  , 

I  left  her  juft  now  flumbting.  •  <. 

This  Lord  SylU  does  fo  run  in  her  Head. 

MetelL  Oh!  were  he. in  her  Heart,  Nurfe  ! 

Nurfe.  Were  he? 

Why,  (he  thinks  of  nothing  elfe,  talks  of  nothing  el fe,  dreams  of 
nothing  elfe.  She  would  needs  have  me  lie  with  her  t’other  Nighr. 
But  about  Midnight  (111  fwear  it  wak’d  me  out  of  a  fweet  Nap) 
ftic  takes  me  fait  in  her  Arms,  and  cries,  Oh  my  Lord  Sylla\  but 
are  you,  will  you  be  true?  Then  figh’d,  and  fo  ftretch’d — i  fwear 
I  was  half  afraid. 

MettelL  She’s  ftrangely  alter’d  then. 

This  Morning  two  new  Confuls  muft  be  chofen. 

If  they  are  true,  thofe  tidings  thou  haft  brought  me. 

Wait  while  (he  wakes,  and  tell  her  ’tis  my  Pleafure, 

At  my  return  from  th’  Forum  that  I  fee  her -  [Exit  Metell. 

Nurfe.  So,  fo ; — -here  will  be  fweet  doings  in  time.  How  many 
hundred  lyes  a  day  muft  1  tell,  to  keep  this  Family  at  Peace? 

Enter  Lavinia.  ' 

'  *  . 

Lavin.  Oh  Nurfe!  Where  art  thou?  Is  my  Father  gone? 
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Nurfe.  Gone  ?  Yes  *  and  would  I  were  gone  too. 

Lavin .  Why  doll  thou  figh?  What  caufe  haft  thou  to  wilh  fo? 
Wert  thou  diftreft,  unfortunate  as  1  am, 

Thou  hadft  then  caufe. 

What  (hall  I  do  ?  Oh,  hew  alone  am  I ! 

I  walk  methinks  as  half  of  me  were  loll : 

Yet,  like  a  maim’d  Bird,  flutter,  flutter  on, 

And  fain  woud  find  a  Hole  to  hide  my  Head  in. 

Nurfe.  ’Odds  my  Boddikins !  but  why  thus  dreft,  Madam? 
Why  in  this  pickle,  fay  you  now? 

Lavin.  Seem  not  to  wonder,  nor  dare  to  oppofe  me, 

For  1  am  defperate,  and  refolv’d  to  Death, 

In  this  unhappy,  wayward,  humble  Drefs, 

After  my  Love  a  Pilgrimage  i’ll  take, 

Forfake  deferted  Romey  and  fintLmy  Marin*. 

Nurfe.  And  I  mull  ftay  behind  tobe'hang’d  up,  like  an  old  Pole- 
Gat  in  a  Warren,  for  a  warning  to  all  Vermine,  that  (hall  come 
after  me.  Would  I  were  fairly  dead  for  a  Week,  till  this  were 
»  over. 

Lavin.  This  Morning’s  opportunity  is  fair, 

When  all  are  bufie  in  electing  Confuls  j 
1  (hall  efcape  unfeen  without  the  Gates, 

And  this  Night  in  a  Litter  reach  Solonium, 

Nurfe.  I  care  not  •,  i’ll  have  nothing  to  do  in’t.  You  (ha’n’t  Sir. 
Nay,  I’ll  raife  the  Houfe  firft.  Why  Clodius !  Catulus!  Sempra - 
via!  Thesbia!  Men  and  Maids,  where  are  you  ?  Oh!  oh!  oh! 

{Lav.  gets  from  her.  Nurfe 
falls  down.  [ Exit  Lavinia. 

I  Enter  Clodius. 

Clod.  What’s  the  matter,  Miftrefs? 

Nurfe.  Oh  Clody  y  C/oafy,  dear  Clody !  is’t  thee,  jmy  dear  Clody  ? 
Help  me,  help  me  up.  Run  to  my  Lord  to  the  Fqrnm  prefently : 
tell  him  his  Treafury  is  robb’d,  his  Houfe  a-fire,  his  Daughter 
dead,  and  I  mad.  Run,  run.  You’ll  not  run.  Oh !  oh !  {Exeunt. 


SCENE,  changes  to  the  Country. 

Eater  feveral  Herd/men  belonging  to  Marias. 

i  Hcrdf  /'"-'Ood  morrow,  Brother,  you  have  heard  the  News. 

2.  Herd/.  News,  quoth  a?  Trim  News  truly. 

I  Herd/ 
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•  i.  Herd/, Wh y,  they  fay  our  Lord  and  Matter's  ftept  a  one  fide. 
Is  there  any  thing  in’c  trow  ?  <  * 

2.  Herd/  Any;  thing  in't  ?  alas  a  day  !  alas  a  day  !  fad  times ! 
fad  times  Brother  !  not  a  peny  of  Money  ttirring, 

1 .  Herd/  Nay,  I  thought  there  was  no  &ood  weather  towards, 
when  my  bald-fac’d  Heifer  ftuckup  her  Tail  Eaftward,  and  ran 
back  into  a  new  Quick*  fet,  which-  I  had  juft  made  to  keep  the 
Swine  from  the  Beans. 

2.  Herd/  And  t’other  night,  as  I  was  at  Supper, in  the  Chimny- 
corner,a  whole  Family  of  Swallows,  that  had  occupyd  the  Tene¬ 
ment  thtfe  feven  years,  fell  down,  Neft  and  .all, Into  the  Porridge- 
pot,  and  fpoil’dtheBroatb.  Sad  times !  fad  times.  Brother  / 

3.  Herd/  Did  you  meet  no  Troupers  this  way  ? 

2f  Herd/.  Troupers?  I  faw  a  parcel  of  Raggooners,  I  think 
they  call  ’em,  trotting  along  yon  Wood  fide  upon  ragged  Hide¬ 
bound  Jades.  I  warrant  they  came  for  no  goodnefs. - - 

1.  Herd/  *T was  to  feek  for  Lord  M,triusy  as  fure  as  Eggs  be 
Eggs,  Thefe  Bitious  folk  make  more  ftir  in  the  World  than  a 
thoufand  men.  Would  ipy  Kine  were  all  in  their  Stalls. 

Enter  /everal  Soldiers  in  queft  of  Marius. 

1  .Sold.  This  is  the  way.  How  now,  you  pack  of  Boobies? 
whofe  Fools  are  you  ? 

2.  Herd/  Why,  we  are  fuch  Fools  as  you  are  *,  any  bodies  Fools 

that  will  pay  us  our  Wages.  • 

2.  Sold.  Do  you  belong  to  the  Traitor,  Marius  ? 

1  .Herd/  We  belong  to  Caius  Marius ,  an’c  like  your  Worfhip. 

*  1.  Sold,  why,  this  is  a  civil  fellow.  But  you,  Rogue,  you  are 
witty  and  be  hang’d,  are  you  ? 

2  .Herd/  I’s  poor  enough  to  be  witty,  as  you’re  poor  enough 
to  be  valiant.  Had  l  but  Money  enough,  I’d  no  more  be  a  Wit 
than  you’3  be  a  Soldier. 

Sold.  Let  the  hungry  Churl  alone.  * 

x.  Sold.  Hark  you,  you  Dog  *,  where’s  your  Lord,  the  Traitor 
Marins  ?. 

2.  Herd/  In  a  whole  Skin,  if  he  be  wife - — 

*  2.  Sold.  Where  is  he,  you  Pultroon  ? 

2.  Herd/.  Look  you,!  keep  his  Cows  and  his  Oxen  here  at  S4I0- 
nium ,  but  1  keep  none  of  him.  If  you  nvuft  needs  know  where  he 
is,  then  i  mu  ft  needs  tell you  I  don’t  know. 

1.  Sold.  Let’s  to  his  Houfe  hard  by,  and  ranfack  that.  Sirrah3  if 
we  mifs  of  him,  you  may  repent  this.  [E*.  Soldiers , 

1.  Herd/  ’Tis  all  one  to  me,  I  muft  pay  my  Rent  to  fomebody. 

2,  Herd/  W  hy,  this  ’tis  now  to  be  a  great  Man.  Heav’n  keep 

me  a  Cow-keeper  /till  —  1  fay. - * 
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*  * 

£«/fr  Marius  fenior  and  Granius. 

Mar.  fen.  Where  are  we  ?  Are  ye  not  near  .Salomum.? 

Lead  me  to  yonder  fhady  Poplar,  where 
The  poor  old  Marius  a  while  may  fit, 

And  joy  in  Reft.  Oh  my  diftemper’d  Head  ! 

The  Sun  has  be3t  his  Beams  To  hard  upon  me^ 

That  my  Brain  s  hot  as  molten  Gold.  My  Skull ! 

Oh  my  tormented  Skull i  Oh  Rome !  Rome!  Rome  l . 

Hah!  what  are  tHofe? 

Gran.  They  Teem,  Sir,  Rural  Swains, 

Who  tend  the  Herds  that  graze  beneath  thefe  Woods. 

Mar.  fen.  Who  are  you?  to  what  Lord  do  ye  belong?: 

2.  He  rdf.  We  did  belong  to  Caws  Marias  once:  but  they  fay  he*i 
gone  a  Journey :  and  now  we  belong  to  one  another. 

Mar.  fen.  Have  ye  forgot  me  then?  ungrateful  Slaves  ! 

Are  you  fo  willing  to  difown  your  Mailer  ? 

Who  would  have  thought  t’  have  found  fuch  Bafenefs  here. 
Where  Innocence  feems  feated  by  the  Gods, 

As  in  her  Virgin- naked  nefs  untainted  ? 

Gonfufion  on  ye,  ye  fordid  Earthlings..  ££*.  all  bat  one 

i»  Her-df ■  Oh  fly,  my  Lord,  your  Foes  are  thick  abroad. 

Juft:  now  a  Troop  of  Murtherers  paft  this  way,,  » 

And  ask’d  with  hoi  ror  for  the  Traitor  Marius. 

By  this  time  at  Salomum,  at  your  Houfe, 

They  are  in  fearch  of  you.  Fly,  fly,  my  Lord - .  [Exit* 

Mar.  fen.  IThall  be  hounded  up  and  down  the  World, 

N«W  every  Villain,-  that  is  wretch  enough 
To  take  the  price  of  Blood,  dreams  of  my  Throat. 

Help  and  fupport  me  till  I  reach  the  Wood, 

Then  go  and  find  thy  wretched  Brother  out*. 

Afunder  we  may  dpdge  our  Fatei  andlofe  her.  • 

Infome  old  hollow  Tremor  overgrown  Brake 

I’d  reft  my  w  early  Limbs  till  danger  pafs  me.  [Goes  into  the  Wood, 

Enter  Soldiers  again. 

i  Sold.  A  thoufand  Crowns  ?  7tis  a  Reward  might  buy 
A3  many  Lives,  for  they  are  cheap  in  Rome  $ 

And  *tis  too.much  for  one. 

2.  Sold,  Let's  fet  this  Wood 
A  flaming,  if  you  think  he’s  here,  and  then 
Quickly  you’ll  fee  th’cld  Droan  crawl  humming  out. 

{.Sold.  Thou  always  lov'ft  to  ride  full  fpeed  to  mifehief.  ThereV 
no  cpnfideration  in  thee.  Look  you,  w.hen  I  cut  a  Throat,  I  love 
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to  do  it  with  as  much  Deliberation  and  Decency  as  a  Barber  cuts 
a  Beard.  I  hate  a  flovenly  Murther  done  hand  over  head :  a  Maa 
gets  no  credit  by  it. 

3  .Sold.  The  Man  that  fpokelaft,  fpoke  well.  Therefore  let  ns 
to  yon  adjacent  Village,  and  fowce  our  felves  in  good  Fr&krmum- 

j_£*.  Soldiers. 

Mat.  fen.  O  Villains !  not  a  Slave  of  thofe 
But  has  ferv’d  under  me, '  has  eat  my  Bread, 

And  felt  my  Bounty - -Drought !  parching  Drought! 

Was  ever  Lion  thus  by. Dogs  embofs’d  ? 

Oh !  1  could  fwallow  Rivers :  Earth  yield  me  Water ; 

Or  fwallow  Marins  down  where  Springs  firft  flow. 

■  •  V  *  1 

Enter  Marius  junior,  and  Granius. 

• 

Mar.  jan*  My  Father  \ 

Mar.  fen.  Oh  my  Sons ! 

Mar.jnn .  Why  thus  forlorn !  ftretch’don  the  Earth? 

Mar.  fen.  Oh  !  germe  fome  refrelhment,  cooling  Herbs, 

And  Water  to  allay  my  ravenous  Thirft. 

I  would  not  trouble  you  if  I  had  ftrength : 

But  I’m  fo  faint  that  all  my  Limbs  are  ufelefs. 

Now  have  I  not  one  Drachma  to  buy  Food,, 

Mull:  we  then  ftarve  ?  No,  fure  the  Birds  will  feed  us. 

Mar.  jnn.  There  ftands  a  Houfeon  yonder  fide  o’th’Wood, 

It  feems  the  Manfion  of  fome  Man  of  Note  : 

111  go  and  turn  a  Beggar  for  my  Father. 

Mar.  fen.  Oh  my  Soul’s  comfort!  do.  Indeed  I  want  it. 

I,  who  had  once  the  plenty  of  the  Eatth, 

Now  want  a  Root  and  Water.  Go,  my  Boy, 

And  fee  who’ll  give  a  Morfel  to  poor  Marins. 

Nay,  I’ll  not  ftarve:  No,  I  will  plunge  in  Riot, 

Wallow  in  Plenty.  Drink  ?  I’ll  drink,  Ill  drink. 

Give  me  that  Goblet  hither. — Here’s  a  Health 
To  all  the  Knaves  and  Senators  in  Rome. 

Mar.jnn .  Repofe  yourfelf  awhile,  till  we  return. 

Mar.  fen.  I  will,  but  pretheelet  me  rave  a  little.  > 

Go,  prethee  go,  and  don't  delay.  Ml  reft  \  V 

As  thou  (halt,  Rome}  if  e’er  my  Fortune  raife  rfle—  ££#.  Mar.  jun. 

Enter  Lavinia. 

•  • 

Another  Murth’ref?  this  brings  fmiling  Fate  : 

A  deadly  Snake  cloath’d  in  a  dainty  Skin. 

Lavin.  fVewandredup  and  downthefe  Woods  and  Meadows, 
Till  I  have  loft  my  way.— — 
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Agalnfla  tali,  young,  flender,  well  grown  Oak 
Leaning,  I  found  Lavinia  in  the  Bark. 

My  Marins  fhould  not  be  far  hence. 

Mar.  fen.  What  art  thou, 

That  dar’it  to  name  that  wretched  Creature  Marins} 

Lavin.  Do  not  be  angry,  Sir,  what  e’er  thou  art ; 

I  am  a  poor  unhappy  Woman,  driven 
By  Fortune  to  purlue  my  banilh’d  Lord.  . 

Mar.  fen.  By  thy  diflembliqg  Tone  thou  [hould’ft  be  Woman, 
And  Roman  too. 

Lavin .  Indeed  lam. 

Mar.  fen .  A  Roman  ? 

If  thou  art  fo,  begone,  left  Rage  with  Strength 
Affifl:  ray  Vengeance,  and  I’il  rife  and  kill  thee. 

Lavin.  My  Father,  is  it  you  ? 

•  Mar.  fen.  Now  thou  art  Woman  \  * 

For  Lies  are  in  thee.  I  ?  am  I  thy  Father  ? 

1  ne'er  was  yet  fo  curft  }  none  of  thy  Sex 

E’er  fprung  from  me..  My  Offspring  all  are  Males, 

The  nobler  fort  of  Beafts  entitled  men. 

Lavin.  I  am  your  Daughter,  if  your  Son’smy  Lord, 

Have  you  ne’er  heard  Lavinia's  name  in  Rome , 

That  wedded  with  the  Son  of  Marins  ? 

Mar. fen.  Hah!  •  "J 

Art  thou  that  fond,  that  kind  and  doting  thing, 

That  left  her  Father  for  a  banifht  Husband  ? 

Come  near - ■ 

And  let  me  blefs  thee,  though  thy  Name’s  my  Foe, 

Lavin.  Alas,  my  Father,  you  feem  much' oppreft  : 

Your  Lips  are  parcht,  blood- fhot  your  Eyes. and  funk. 

Will  you  partake  fuch  Fruits  as  l  have  gather’d  ? 

Tafte,  Sir,  this  Peach,  and  this  Pomegranate*,  both  are 
Ripe  and  refrefhing. 

Mar.  fen.  W  hat  ?  all  this  from  Thee, 

Thou  Angel,  whom  the  Gods  have  fent  to  aid  me  ? 

I  don’t  deferve  thy  Bounty. 

Lavin.  Here,  Sir’s  more. 

I  found  a  Chryftal  Spring  too.  in  the  Wood, 

And  took  fome  Water  *  ’tis  moft  foft  and  cool. 

Mar.  fen.  An  Emperor’s  Feaft  !  but  Ifhall  rob  thee. 

Lavin.  No, I’ve  eat, and  flack’d  my  Thirft,  But  where’s  my  Lord, 
My  dear  eft  Marins  ? 

Mar.  fen.  To  ^’Neighbouring  Village 
He’sgone,  to  beg  his  Father’s  Dinner,  Daughter. 

Lavin.  Will  you  then  call  me  Daughter  ?  will  you  own  it  ? 
I'm  much  o’er- paid  for  all  the  Wrongs  of  Fortune. 
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But  furely  Marins  can’t  be  brought  to  want. 

IVe  Gold  and  Jewels  too,  and  they’ll  buy  Food. 

Enter  Marius  junior.  . 

Mar,  fen .  See  here,  my  Marius^  what  the  Gods  have  fent  us 
See  thy  Lavinia.  : 

Mar.  jun.  Hah  /  [They  run  and  Embrace, 

Mar.  Jen.  What?  dumb  at  meeting/ 

Mar.  jun.  Why  weeps  my  Love  ? 

Lavin.-  I  cannot  fpeak,  Tears  fo  obftruft  my  Words, 

And  choak  mew  ith  unutterable  Joy.  ■ 

Mar.  jun.  Oh  my  Hearts  Joy  ! 

Lavin.  My  Soul/ 

Mar.  jun.  But  haft  thou  left  ' 

Thy  Father’s  Houfe,  the  Pomp  and  State  of  Rome^ 

To  follow  Defart-Mifery ! 

Lavin.  I  come. 

To  bear  a  part  in  every  thing  that’s  thine,. 

Bet  Happinefsor  Sorrow.  In  thefe  Wopds, 

Whilft  from  purfuing  Enemies  you’re  fafe,* 

PU  range  about,  and  find  the  Fruits  and  Springs, 

Gather*  cool  Sedges,  Daffadils  and  Lilies, 

And  foftefi:  Camomil  to  make  us  Beds, 

Whereon  my  Love  and  I  at  night  will  fleep, 

And  dream  of  better  Fortune. 

Enter  Granius  and  Servant  with  Wine  and  Meat « 

Mar.  fen .  Yet  more  Plenty  ? 

SureOvmr,  the  God  of  Feafting,  haunts  thefe  Woods, 

And  means  to  entertain  us  as  his  Guefts. 

Servant.  Iam  fent  hither,  Marius ,  from  my  Lord, 

Sextiliust he  Praetor,  to  relieve  thee. 

And  warn  thee  that  thou  ftrait  depart  this  place, 

Elfe  he  the  Senate's  Editt  mult  obey,  ,  *  * 

And  treat  thee  as  the  Foe  of  Rome. 

Mar.  fen.  But  did  he. 

Did  he,  Sextilins ,  bid  thee  fay  all  this? 

Was  he  too  proud  to  come  and  fee  his  Mailer, 

That  rais’d  him  out  of  nothing  ?  Was  he  not 
My  menial  Servant  once,  and  wip’d  thefe  Shooes, 

Ran  by  my  Chariot-wheels,  my  pleafures  watcht, 

And  fed  upon  the  Voidings  of  my  Table? 

Durft  he  affront  me  with  a  fordid  Alms  ? 

And  fend  a  fancy  Mefiage  by  a  Slave  ? 
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Hence  with  thy  Scraps :  back  to  thy  Teeth  I  dafh  sem, 

Be  gone  whilft  thou  art  fafe.  Hold,  ftay  a  little. 

Serv.  What  Anfwer  would  you  have  me  carry  back? 

Mar.  fen.  Go  to  Sextilins ,  tell  him  thou  haft  feen 
Poor  Cains  Marins  baniflfd  from  his  Country, 

Sitting  in  Sorrow  on  the  naked  Earth, 

Amidft  an  ample  Fortune  once  his  own. 

Where  now  he  cannot  claim  a  Turf  to  deep  on.  Servant 

How  am  I  fallen  !  Muflck?  Sure,  the  Gods  [Soft  Miifa\. 

Are  mad,  or  have  defign’d  to  make  trie  fo. 

*  * 

Enter  Martha. 

Well,  what  art  Thou  ? 

Marth.  Am  I  a  Stranger  to  thee? 

Martha's  my  name,  the  Syrian  Prophetefs, 

That  us’d  to  wait  upon  thee  with  good  Fortune  } 

Tillbanifti’d  out  of  Rome  forfefving  Thee. 

I’ve  ever  fince  inhabited  thefe  Woods, 

And  fearch’d  the  deepeft  Arts  of  wile  Foreknowledge. 

Mar.  fen.  I  know  thee  now  moft  well.  When  thou  wert  gone, 
All  my  good  Fortune  left  me.  My  lov’d  Vultures, 

That  us’d  to  hover  oer  my  happy  Head, 

And  promife  Honour  in  the  Day  of  Battel, 

Have  fince  been  feen  no  more.  Ev’n  Birds  of  Prey 
Purfue  him  (till.  Haft  thou  no  Hopes  in  ftore  ? 

Marth.  A  hundred  Spirits  wait  upon  my  will. 

To  bring  me  Tidings,  from  th’Earth*s  fartheft  Corners,.  , 

Of  all  that  happens  out  in  States  and  Councils  2 
I  tell  thee  therefore,  Rome  is  once  more  thine. 

The  Confuls  have  had  Blows,  and  Cinnds  beaten. 

Who  with  his  Army  comes  to  find  thee  out. 

To  lead  him  hack  with  Terror  to  that  City. 

Mar.  fen.  Speak  on. 

Marth.  Nay,  e'er  tbou  thiflk’ft  it  he  will  be  with  thee 
But  let  thy  Sons,  and  thefe  fair  Nymphs  retire, 

Whilft  1  relieve  thy  wearied  Eyes  with  Sleep, 

And  chear  thee  in  a  Dream  with  promisd  Fate. 

Mar.  j an.  Come,  my  Lavini*,  Granins ,  we’ll  withdraw 
To  fome  cool  Shade,  and  wonder  at  our  Fortune.  [Exit. 

'  I  *  •  . 

Martha  waves  her  Wand—— . —  [A  Vance. 

Mar.  fen .  O  Reft,  thou  Stranger  to  my  Senfes,  welcome. 
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Enter  Servant  and  Raff  an. 

Serv .  Ten  Attick  Talents  (hall  be  thy  Reward* 

Sextilius  gives  ’em  thee.  Difpatch  him  fofely. 

Ruff.  Fear  not,  he  never  wakes  agen. 

Mar.  fen.  No  more, 

Pll  hear  no  more.  Mtteilus  live?  No,  no  \  # 

He  dies,  he  dies.  So  bear  him  to  the  Tiber ,• 

And]  plunge  him  to  the  bottom.  Hah,  Antonins ! 

Where  are  my-GuarcTs  ?  Difpatch  that  talking  Knave, 

That  when  he  Ihould  be  doing  pubiick  Service, 

Gonfumes  his  time  in  Speeches  to  the  Rabble, 

And  fcfws  Sedition  in  a  City.  Down, 

Down  with  Pompeius  too,  that  call’d  me  Traitor, 

Hah!  art  thou  mere  ?  Welcome  once  more,  old  Marins? 

To  Rome's  Tribunal. 

Ruff.  Now’s  the  time. 

Mar.  fen.  Stand  off. 

Secure  that  Gaul  —  Dar’ft  thou  kill  Cains  Marins  ?  [Wakgs. 
Hah!  fpeak?  What  art  thou? 

Ruff.  By  Sextilius  hired 

1  hither  came  to  take  your  Life.  Spare  mine. 

And  I’ll  for  ever  ferve  you  at  your  feet. 

Mar.  fen .  What  barb’rous  Slaves  are  thefe,  that  envy  me 
The  open  Air  \  fet  Prices  on  my  Head, 

As  they  would  do  on  Wolves  that  flay  their  Flock  ! 

Enter  Sulpitius.  ’  [Trumpets. 

Trumpets !  Sulpitius ,  where  haft  thou  been  wand’ring 
Since  the  late  Storm  that-  drove  us  from  each  other  ? 

Sulfit.  Why,  doing  Mifchief  up  and  down  the  City, 

Picking  up  difeontented  Fools,,  belying 
The  Senators  and  Government,  destroying 
Faith  amongft  honeft  Men,  and  praifing  Knaves. 

Mar.  fen.  Oh,  but  where’s  Cinna  l 
Snip.  Ready  to  falute  you — — 

Enter  Cinna  attended  with  LiUors  and  Guards 7 

Cinn.  Romans ,  once  more  behold  your  Conful \  fee, 

Is  that  a  Fortune  fit  for  Caius  Marius  l 
Advance  your  Axes  and  your  Rods  before  him, 

And  give  him  all  the  Cuftoms  of  his  Honour. 

Mar.  fen.  Away :  fuch  Pomp  becomes  not  wretched  Maihs. 

Here 
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Here  let  me  pay  Obedience  to  my  Conful. 

Lead  me  great  Cinna,  where  thy  Foes  have  wrong'd  thee. 

And  fee  how  thy  old  Soldier  will  obof . 

Cinn.  O  Marius ,  be  our  Hearts  united  ever, 

To  carry  Defolation  into  Romey 

And  wafte  that  Den  of  Monfters  to  the  Earth. 

Mar,  fen.  Shall  we  ? 

Cinn .  Well  do’t.  That  godly  Soothfaying  Fool, 

That  facrificing  Dolt,  that  Sdt  Ottavius9 
When  we  were  chofen  Confute  in  the  Forum , 

Difown’d  me  for  his  Collegue ;  faid,  the  Gods 
Had  told  him  1  defign’d  Tyrannick  Pow’r  ; 

Provok’d  the  Citizens,  who  took  up  Arms, 

And  drove  me  forth  the  Gates.  ’ 

Mar.  fen.  Excellent  Mifchief  ! 

What’s  to  be  done/* 

Cinn .  No  fooner  was  I  gone, 

•  But  a  large  part  of  that  great  City  follow’d  me. 

There’s  not  an  honeft  Spirit  left  in  Rome , 

That  does  not  own  my  Caule,  and  wiffi  for  Marius. 

Mar.  fen.  Bring  me  my  Horfe,  my  Armour,  and  the  Laurel 
With  which,  when  Pd  o’ercome  three  barb’ rous  Nations, 

I  enter’d  crown’d  with  Triumph  into  Rome. 

I  go  to  free  her  now  from  greater  Mifchiefs. 

Enter  Marius  junior  and  Graiiius. 

O  my  young  Warriour ! 

Mar.  jun.  Curft  be  the  Light, 

And  ever  curft* be  all  thefe  Regions  round  us.. 

Lavinia' s  loft,  born  back  with  force  to  Rome^ 

By  Ruffians  headed  by  her  Father’s  Kin  {men*, 

And  Tike  a  Coward  too  I  live,  yet  faw  it.  [Exit. 

Mar.  fen.  Oh  Marius!  Marfas !  let  not ’plants  come  from  thee, 
Nor  cloud  the  Joy  that’s  breaking  on  thy  Father. 

If  fhe  be  back  in  Romey  Lavinia  %  thine. 

To  morrow’s  Dawn  reftores  her  to  thy  Arms. 

.  For  that  fair  Miftrefs  Fortune,  which  has  coft 
So  dear;  for  which  fuch  Hardlhips  I  have  paft. 

Is  coy  no  more,  but  crowns  my  Hopes  at  laft, 

1  longt’embrace  her^  nay,  ’tis  Death  to  flay. 

I’m  mad  as  promis'd  Bridegrooms,  born  away 

With  thoughts  of  nothing  but  the  joy  ful  day.  [ Exeunt . 
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SCENE,  Metellus’s  Houfe. 

Enter  Metellus,  Lavinia,  Trkft  of  Hymen, 

Xrf'W.Tw’YAy,  you  have  catcht  me  ;  you  may  kill  me  too : 

But  with  my  Cries  I’ll  rend  the  echoing  Heav’ns, 

Till  all  the  Gods  are  witnefs  how  you  ufe  me. 

Metett.  What  ?  like  a  Vagrant  fly  thy  Father’s  Houfe?  N 
And  follow  fulfomely  an  exil’d  Slave, 

Difdain’d  by, all  the  World  ?  But  abjed  Thou, 

Refolve  to  go,  .or  bound  be  fent  to  Syllay 
With  as  Much  Scorn  as  thou  haft  done  me  Shame. 

Lavin.  Do,  bind  me,  kill  me,  rack  thefe  Limbs :  jfilbear  it* 
But,  Sir,  confider  (till  1  am  your  Daughter  j  / 

And  one  hour’s  Converfe  with  this  Holy  Man 
May  teach  me  to  repent,  and  (hew  Obedience. 

Metell.  Think  not  t’evade  me  by  protrading  time ; 

For  if  thou  doft  not,  may  the  Gods  forfake  me, 

As  1  will  thee,  if  thou  efcapemy  Fury— -  [Exit  Metell. 

Lavin.  Oh  !  bid  me  leap  (rather  than  go  to  Sylla) 

Frcmi  off  the  Battlements  of  any  Tow’r, 

Or  walk  inThieviflv  ways,  or  bid  me  lurk 
Where  Serpents  are:  Chain  me  with  roaring  Bears; 

Or  hide  me  nightly  in  a  Charnel*  houfe 
O’er-cover’d  quite  with  dead  Mens  rattling  Bones, 

W-ith  reeky  Shanks,  and  yellow  chapleft  Sculls: 

Or  bid  me  go  into  a  new-made  Grave, 

.And  hide  me  with  a  dead  Man  in  his  Shrowd  :  ' 

Things  that  to  hear  but  told  have  made  me  tremble  : 

And  I’ll  go  through  it  without  fear  or  doubting. 

To  keep  my  Vows  unfpotted  to  my  Love - 

.  Trkft.  Take  here  this  Vial  then,  and  in  this  moment 
Drink  it*  when  ftreight  through  all  thy  Veins  (hall  run; 

.  A  cold  and  drowfie  Humour  more  than  Sleep : 

And  in  Death’s  borrow’d  likenefs  (halt  thou  lie 
Two  SummerDays,  then  wake  as  from  a  Slumber. 

Till  Marins  by  my  Letters  know  what’s  paft, 

And  come  by  Health  to  Rome . 

Lavin.  Give  me ;  Oh  !  give  me  :  tell  me  not  of  Fears. 

Trkft.  Farewell :  be  bold  and  profp’rous.  [ Exit . 

Lavin .  Oh  \  farewel — - - 

Heaven  knows'if  ever  we  (hall  meetagen. 

I  have  a  faint  cold  Fear  thrills  through  my  Vein?, 
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That  almoflr  freezes  up  the  heat  of  Life. 

I’ll  call  him  back  agen  to  comfort  me. 

Stay,  Holy  Man.  But  what  (hould  he  do  here? 

My  difmal  Scene  ’tis  fit  1  adt  alojie. 

What  if  this  Mixture  do  not  work  at  all  ? 

Shall  I  to  morrow  then  be  fent  to  SylU  ?  . 

No,  no, — this  (hall  forbid  it  ^  lie  thou  there——  < 

Or  how,  if,  when  l5m  laid  into  the  Tomb, 

I  wake  before  the  time  that  Marins  come 
To  my  Relief?  There,  there’s  a  fearful  Point. 

Shall  1  not  then  be  ftified  in  the  Vault, 

Where  for  thefe  many  hundred  Years  the  Bones 
Of  all  my  bury’d  Anceftors  are  pack’d  ? 

Where,  as  they  fay,  Ghoftsatfome  Hours  refort. 

With  Mandrakes  fhreeks  torn  from  the  Earth's  dark  Womb3 
That  living  Mortals  hearing  them  run  mad  ? 

0r  if  I  wake,  (hall  I  not  be  diftra&ed, 

Inviron’d  round  with  all  thefe  hideous  Fears, 

And  madly  play  with  my  Forefathers  Joints •, 

Then  in  this  Rage  with  fome  great  Kinfman’s  Bones, 

As  with  a  Club,  da(h  out  my  defp’rate  Brains ! 

What  ?  Syllaf  get  thee. gone,  thou  meager  Lover:  * 

My  Senfe  abhors  thee.  Don’t  dilturb  my  Draught ;  . 

’Tis  to  my  Lord.  [Drinks,']  Oh  ./Warm!  Marins !  Marins! 

[  Exit. 
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ACT  V. 

*• 

SCENE. 

*  Cinna’i  Camp  before  the  Walls  of  Rome. 

[Trumpet  found  a  General . 

Enter  Cinna,  Marias  fenior,  and  Sulpitius,  Granius, 

Two  Embajfadorsy  Guards . 

Cinn.  TT Mbafladors  from  Rome?  How  many  Slaves, 

Xlt  Traitors,  and  Tyrants,  Villains,  was  I  call’d 
But  yefterday  ?  yet  now  their  Conful  Cinna. 

Oh  !  what  an  excellent  Matter  is  an  Army, 

*  To  teach  Rebellious  Cities  Manners !  Say, 

My  Friend  and  Colleague  Marius ,  (hall  we  hear  ’em  ? 

Mar, fen.  Whom? 

Ciun.  The  Embaffadors. 

Mar .  fen .  From  whence  ? 

Cinn.  From  Rome . 

Mar.  fen.  My. loving  Country  men?  they  muft  be  heard, 

Or  Sytla  will  be  angfy- -  # 

Cinn ,  In  what  Hate 

And  Pageantry  the  folid  Lumps  move  on  ? 

And  though  they  come  to  beg,  will  be  attended 
With  their  ill  order’d  Pomp  and  awkard  Pride. 

Who  are  ye  ?  and  from  whence  ? 

i  Emb.  From  wretched  Rome. 

To  thee,  moft  mighty  Cinna,  and  to  thee, 

Moft  dread  Lord  Marius,  in  her  name  we  bow. 

Cinn.  What’s  your  Demand  ? 
i  Emb.  Hear  but  our  bumble  Prayers, 

And  all  Demands  be  made  by  God-like  Cinna . 

Whither,  oh !  whither  will  your  Rage  purfue  us? 

Muftall  the  Fortunes  and  the  Lives  of  Rome 
Suffer  for  one  Mifcarriage  of  her  Mailers  ? 

Your  forrowful  afflidted  Mother  Rome, 

In  whofe  kind  Bofom  you  were  nurs’d  and  bred. 

Stretches  her  trembling  Arms  t'implore  your  Pity. 

Fold  up  your  dreadful  Enfigns,  and  lay  by 
Your  warlike  Terrors,  that  affright  her  Matrons, 

And  come  to  her  ere  Sorrows  quite  o’erwhelm  her. 

But  come  like  Sons  that  bring  their  Parents  Joy  : 

Enter  her  Gates  with  Dove-like  Peace  before  ye, 
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And  let  no  bloody  Slaughter  ftain  her  Streets.  ' 

Cinn.  Thus  ’tis  you  think  to  heal  up  fmarting  Honour, 

By  pouring  flattering  Balm  into  the  Wound, 

Which  for  a  time  may  make  it  -whole  and  fair  : 

Till  the  falfe  Medicine  be  at  lafl;  difcover’d, 

And  then  it  rankles  to  a  Sore  again. 

Take  this  my  Anfwer :  1  will  enter  Rome\ 

But  for  my  Force,  i’ll  keep  it  ftill  my  own, 

Nor  part  with  Pow’r  to  give  it  to  my  Foes. 

Alar,  fen.  Sulpitias^  fee,  what  abjed  Slaves  are  thefe i. 

Such  bafe  Deformities  a  long  Robe  hides. 

Snlpit.  I  cannot  but  laugh  to  think  on’t. 

Mar.  feni  What? 

Snip.  How  thefe  politick  Noddles,  that  look  fo  grave  upon  the 
matter  in  the  Senate-houfe,  will  laugh  ai\d  grin  at  one  another, when 
they  are  fet  a  funning  upon  the  Capitol. 

2  Emb.  May  we  return  with  Joy  into  our  City, 

Proclaiming  Peace,  agreed  with  Heav’n  and  you? 

Cinn.  Go;  tell  ’em  we  exped  due  Homage  paid, 

Of  every  Senator  exped  Acknowledgment, 

Mighty  Rewards,  and  Offices  of  Honour, 

i  Emb.  But  on  that  Brow  there  dill  appears  a  Cloudy 
That  never  rofe  without  a  following  Storm. 

Mar. fen.  Alas!  for  gie,  a  (imple  Banilh’d  Man, 

Driv’n  from  my  Country  by  the  right  of  Law, 

And  juftiy  punifh’d  as  my  Ills  deferv’d. 

Think  not  of  me  :  whatever  are  his  Refolves, 

I  fhall  obey. 

Both  Emb.  May  all  the  Gods  reward  you.- - - 

[£*.  Epibafj.  and  Attendants. 

Cinn.  Now  Marias. 

Mar.  fen.  Now,  my  Cinna. 

Cinn.  Are  not  we 

True  born  of  Rome ,  true  Sons  of  fuch  a  Mother  ? 

How  1  adore  thy  Temper  ? 

Mar.  fen.  Thofe  two  Knaves, 

Thofe  whining,  fawning,  humbk,  plaint  Villains, 

Would  cut  thy  Throat  or  mine  for  half  a  Drachma. 

Cinn.  Let’s  not  delay  a  moment. 

Mar.  fen.  Oh  !  let’s  fly, 

Enter  this  curfed  City  \  nay,  with  Smiles  too, 

But  falfe  as  the  adulterate  Promifes 
Of  Favourites  in  pow’r,  when  poor  Men  court  ’em. 

Cinn,  They  always  hated  me,  becaufe  a  Soldier. 

Mar.  fen.  Bafe  Natures  ever  grudge  at  things  above ’em, 

And  hate  a  Pow’r  they  are  too  much  oblig’d  to. 
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When  Fears  are  on  them,  then  their  kindeft  Wjfties 
And  beft  Rewards  attend  the  gallant  Warriour  :  • 

But  Dangers  vanilbt,  infamous  Negledt, 

Ul-Ufage  and  Reproach  are  all  his  Portion; 

Or  at  the  beft  he's  wedded  to  hard  Wants, 

Robb’d  of  that  fittle  Hire  he  toil'd  and  bled  for. 

Sulpit .  I’d  rather  turn  a  bold  true-hearted  Rogue, 

Live  upon  Prey,  end  hangfor’t  with  ray  Fellows, 

Than,  when  my  Honour*an<J  my  Country’s  Caufe 
Call’d  me  to  Dangers,  be  fo  bafely  branded. 

Mar .  fen.  Ere  we  this  City  enter  then,  let’s  fwear 
Not  to  deltroy  one  honeft  Roman  living. 

Sulpit.  Nor  one  chart:  Matron.  *" 

Cinn .  Nor  a  faithful  Friend, 

Nor  true  born  Heir,  nor  Senator  th3t’s  wife. 

Afar.  fen.  But  Knaves  and  Villains,  Whores,  and  ba fe- born  Brat s,- 
And  th'endlefs  fwarras  of  Fools  grown  up’  in  Years, 

Be  Slaughter’s  Game,  till  we  dif-people  Rome : 

.Cinn.  Draw  out  our  Guards,  and  let  the  Trumpets  found. 

Mar.  fen.  Till  all  things  tell  ’em  Marins  is  at  hand. 

O  Syila ,  'if  at  Capua  thou  (halt  hear 

How  Fortune  deals  with -me,  fall  on  thy  Knees, 

And  make  the  Gods  thy  Friends  to  keep  thee  from  me. 

Sulpitm ,  as  along  the  Streets’we  move 
With  folemn  pace  andmeditating  Mifchiefs,. 

Whome’er  I  fmile  on  let  thy  Sword  go  through. 

Oh  !  Can  the  Matrons  and  the  Virgins  Cries, 

The  Screams  of  dying  Infants,  and  the  Groans 
Of  murther’d  Men  be  Mufick  tp  appeafe  me? 

Sure  Death’s  not  far  from  fuch  a  defp’rate  Cure. 

Be't  with  me  rather  ( Gods )  as  Storms  let  loofe, . 

That  rive  the  Trunks  of  talleft  Cedars  down,' 

And  tear  from  Tops  the  loaded  pregnant  Vine, 

And.kill  the  tender  Flow’rs  but  yet  half  blown. 

For  having  no  more  Fury  left  in  ftore,  \ 

Heav’ns  face  grows  clear,  phe  Storm  is  heartfno  more, 

And  Nature  Imiles  as  gaily  as  before. -  [Extant. 

SC  EN  E  Meceilus*  fJoufc. 

# 

Enter  Metellus. 

r 

Metell .  A  Peace  with  Marius !  O  rooft  bafe  Submiffionl 

fiV  That  over  ruling  Fears  iliould  weigh  upReafon? 
Was  not  the  City  ours,  ar 'ASylia  too 
At  Capua ,  almoft  ip:  a  Trumpet’s  call  ? 
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And  to  fubmit !  Could  I  but  once  have  fought  for’t, 

I  might  have  met  this  Marias  in  Arms, 

And  been  reveng’d  for  all  the  Mifchiefs  done  me. 

Nurfe. 

Enter  Nurfe. 

- 

Nurfe.  Here,  an  t  (hall  pleafe  you. 

MeteU.  Go  wake  La&ma.  Tell  her,"  (lie  mult  hence 
For  Capua  this  Mornings  for  the  Truce 

Favours  her  Journey,  and  fecures  her  PafTage.  {Exit. 

Scene  draws^  and  difcovers  Lavinia  on  a  Couch. 
Nurfe.  Wake  her  ?  Poor  Titmoufe  !  it  will  be  as  peevilh, 

F 11  warrant  you,  and  rub  its  Nye’s,  and  fo  frown  now. 

Well:  Miftrefs!  why  ^  Lavinia!  faft,  1  warrant  her. 

Why,  Lamb!  why,  Lady  !  Fie,  you Slug*a*bed. 

What,  not  a  word  ?  You  take  your  penny-worth  now,? 

Sleep  for  a  Week  *,  for  the  next  Night  (my  Word  for’t) 

Sylla  takes  care  that  you  (hall  reft  but  little. 

Gods  forgive  me.— 

*  Marry  and  Amen.  How  found  is  (he  afleep? 

I  muft  needs  wake  her.  Madam  !  Madam !  Madam  ! 

Now  fhould  your  Lover  find  you  in  this  Pofture, 

He’d  fright  you  up  i’faith?  What?  wont  it  do  ? 

Dreft  too?  and  in  your  Cloaths?  and  down  agen  ? 

Nay,  I  muft  wake  you.  Lady !  Lady ! '  Lady  ! 

Alas !  alas !  help,  help,  my  Lady’s  dead. 

Ah !  welladay  that  ever  l  was  born !  - 

Some  Acjua  vita.  Hoa!  ray  Lord - -my  Lady - 

*  \ 

Enter  Metellus. 
jMetcll,  Lavinia  dead?  • 

Nurfe .  Your  only  Daughter’s  dead:* 

As  dead  as  a  Herring,  Stock-fifh,  or  Door-nail. 

Metell.  Stiff,  cold,  and  pale.  Where  are  thy  Beauties  now  ? 
Thy  Blufnes  that  have  warm’d  fo  many  Hearts? 

All  Hearts  that  ever  felt  her  conq’ring  Beauty, 

Sigh'  till  ye  break  *  and  all  ye  Eyes  that  languifht 
In  my  Lavinia' s  Brightnefs,  weep  with  me, 

Till  Grief  grow  general,  and  the  World’s  in  Tears. 

Nurfe.  Oh  Day  !  oh  pay  !  oh*Day !  ah  hateful  Day  ! 

Never  was  fe'en  fo  black  a  Day  as  this. 

J  Oh  Day  /  oh  woful  Day  !  oh  Day  like  Night  ! 

Met  tell.  No  more:  Thus  in  her  Bridal  Ornaments 
Dreft  as  (he  is  Ihe  fhall  be  born  to  Burial, 
rth’ Sepulchre  where  our  Forefathers  reft. 

Bet  done,  whilft  all  things  we  ordain’d  for  Joy 
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Turn  from  their  Office,  and  aflift  in  Sadnefs.  [ Exit, 

Nurfe.  It  (hall  be  done  and  done  arfd  overdone,  as  we  are  un¬ 
done.  And  I  will  figh,  and  cry  till  I  am  fwell’d  as  big  as  a  Pom- 
kin.  Nay,  my  poor  Baby,  I’ll  take- care  thou  (halt  not  die  for 
nothing  ;  for  I  will  walh  thee  with  my  Tears,  perfume  thee  with 

my  Sighs,  and  flick  a  Flower  in  every  part  about  thee* - 

[Ex,  Nurfe . 


SCENE  changes  to  the  Forum,  Tb here  is  placed 
the  Conful’s  Tribunal, 

Enter  two  Citizens, 

i  Cit.X  JX  THither,  oh!  whither  ffiall  we  fly  for  Safety? 

V  V  .Already  reeking  Murtner's  in  our  Streets, 
Matrons  with  Infants  in  their  Arms  are  butcher'd, 

And  Rome  appears  one  noifome  Houfe  of  flaughter. 

2  Cit,  Hear  us,  ye  Gods,  and  pity  our  Calamities. 

Stop,  flop”  the  Fury  of  this  cruel  Tyrant  ; 

Or  fend  your  Thunder  forth  to  ftrikeus  dead, 

Ere  our  own  Slaves  are  Mailers  of  our  Throats. 

i  Cit,  Ruine  draws  near  us :  Oh  my  Friend !  let’s  fly 
To  the  Altars  of  our  Gods,  and  by  the  hands 
Of  one  another  die  as  Rbmns  ought.  j  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Ancharius  the  Senator  and  his  Grandfon. 

Child :  Hide  me,  my  Grandfire  •,  the  ugly  Men  are  coming 
That  kill’d  my  Mother  and  my  Sifter  Thesbie 
Will  they  kill  you  and  me  too  ? 

\Anch.  Oh  my  Child  ! 

I  cannot  hide  thee,  nor  know  what  to  do. 

Becrepit  Age  benumbs  my  weary  Limbs : 

I  cannot  refill,  nor  flee. 

Child,  Then  here  we’ll  lit  ; 

Perhaps  they’ll  not  come  yet;  or  if  they  do, 

I’ll  fall  upon  my  Knees  and  beg  your  Life. 

I  am  a  very  little  harmlefs  Boy  ; 

And  when  1  cry,  and  talk,  and  hang  about  ’em, 

They’ll  pity  fure  my  Tears,  and  grant  me  all. 


Enter  fever  al  old  Men  in  black^wtth  Cyprefs  Wreaths ,  leading  Virgins  « 
"  in  white  with  Myrtle ,  who  kpeel  before  the  Tribunal, 

Then  enters  Marius  fenior  as  Confnl ,  Littors,  Sulpitius,  and  Guards .  . 

Mar.  fen.  I  thank  ye,  Gods,  ye  have  reftor’d  me  now. 

[Mounts  the  Tribunal.  • 
What 


yS  The  Hiftory  and  Fali 

What  Pageantry  is  this,  Snlfitm^ here? 

Remove  thefe  Slaves,  and  bear  ’em  to  their  Fates. 

i  Old  Man.  We  come  not  for  our  feives,  but  in  the  Name 
Of  Rome,  to  offer  up  our  Lives  for  all, 

>  Pity  a  wretched  State,  thou  raging  God, 

And  let  loofe  all  thy  dreadful  Fury  here. 

Mar.  fen.  I  know' ye  all,  great  Senators ;  ye  are* 

The  Heads  and  Patrons  of  Rebellious  Rome. 

Ye  can  be  humble  when  Affliction  galls  ye : 

ftnd  with  that  Cheat  at  any  time  ye  think 

To  charm  a  generous  Mind,  though  ye  have  wrong'd  it. 

Falfe  are  your  Safeties  when  indulg’d  by  PowT: 

For  foon  ye  fatten  and  grow  able  Tray  tors. 

Falfe  are  your  Fears,  and  your  Afflictions  falfer : 

For  they  cheat  you,  and  make  you  hope  for  Mercy, 

Which  you  fhall ‘never  gain  at  Marm  s  hands. 

Who  trufts  your  Penitence  is  more  than  Fool. 

Rebellion  will  renew  j  yecan’t  be  honeft. 

Y’are  never  pleas’d  #but  with  the  Knaves  that  cheat  you. 
And  work  your  Follies  to  their  private  ends. 

For  your  Religion,  like  your  Cloaths  you  wear  it, 

To  changeand  turn  juft  as  theJFafoion  alters. 

And  think  you  by  this  folemn  piece  of  Fooling  • 

To  hufh  my  Rage,  and  melt  me  into  pity  ? 

Advance,  Sidpitm $  old  Ancharm  there, 

Who  was  fo  violent  for  my  DeftruCtion, 

That  his  Beard  brnftled  as  his  Face  difforted ;  * 

Away  with  him.  Lifpatch  thefe Triflers  too. 

Bue  (pare  the  Virgins,  Yaufe  mine  Eyes  have  fees ’em.: 

Or  keep  ’em  for  my  Warriours  to'  n  joice  in. 

Anch.  Thou  who  wert  born  to  be  the  Plague  to  Rome , 
What  would ’ft  thou  do  with  me?  * 

Mar.  fen. .  Difpofe  thee  hence 
Amongft  the  other  Offal,  for  the  jaws 
Of  hungry  Death,  till  Rome  be  purg'd  of  Villains. 

Thou  dy’ft  for  wronging  Maritu.  ■  — 

Child.  Oh  my  Lord ! 

(For  you  rauft  be  a  Lord,  you  are  fo  angry) 

For  my  fake  fpare  his  Life.  1  have  no  Friend 
But  him  to  guardmiy  tender  Years  from  Wrongs. 

When  he  is  dead,  what  will  become  of  me, 

A  poor  and  helplefs  Orphan,  naked  left 
To  all  the  Ills  of  the  wide  faithlefs  World  ? 

•  Mar.  fen.  Take  hence  this  Brat  too^  mount  it  on  a  Spear, 
.And  let  it  fpvawl  to  muke  the  Grandfire  fport. 

- Child .  O  cruel  Man!  I’ll  hang  upon  your  Knees, 
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And  with  my  little  dying  Hands  implore  you, 
i  may  be  fit  to  do  you  fome  fmall  pleafures. 

I’ll  find  a  thoufand  tender  ways  to  pleafe  you  \ 

Smile  when  you  rage,  and  ftroak  you  intomiidnefs 
Play  with  your  manly  Neck,  and  call  you  Father : 

For  mine  (alas ! )  the  Gods  have  taken  from  me. 

Mar.  fen.  Young  Crocodile  !  Thus  from  their  Mother's  Breafts 
Are  they  inftrufted,  bred  and  taught  in  Rome . 

For  that  old  Paralytiek  Slave,  difpatch  him  : 

Let  me  not  know  he  breaths  another  moment. 

But  fpare  this,  ’caufe’t  has  learn’d  its  Leflon  well. 

And  I’ve  a  Softnefs  in  my  Heart  pleads  for  him. 

Enter  Mejfenger. 

Well  now. 

Mejf.  Metellus. 

Mar.  fen.  Hah!  Metelhu}  what  i 
Mejf.  Is  found. 

Mar.  fen.  Speak,  where? 

Mejf.  In  an  old  Suburb-Cottage, 

Upbraiding  Heav'n,  and  curfing  at  your  Fortune. 

Mar.  fen.  Hafle,  let  him  be  preferv’d  for  my  own  Fury.* 

Clap,  clap  your  Hands  for  Joy,  ye  Friends  of  Mariw , 

Ten  thoufand  Talents  for  the  News  I’ll  give  thee : 

The  Core  and  bottom  of  my  Torment’s  found , 

And  in  a  moment  1  (hall  be  at  eafe. 

Rome's  Walls  no  more  (hall  be  befmear’d  with  Blood, 

But  Peace  and  Gladnefs  flourifh  in  her  Streets. 

Let’s  go.  Metellus  /’we  have  found  Metellns. 

Let  every  Tongue  proclaim  aloud  Metellns  \ 

Till  I  have  dalh’d  him  on  the  Rock  of  Fate, 

Then  be  his  Name  forgot,  and  heard  no  more.  [Exeunt . 

SCENE  J  Church-Yard. 

Enter  Marius  junior. 

Mar.jun.  k  S  I  have  wander’d  mufing  to  and  fro, 

Still  am  l  brought  to  this  unlucky  place. 

As  I  had  bufinefs  with  the  horrid  Dead : 

Though  could  I  trull  the  flattery  of  Sleep, 

My  Dreams  prefage  fome  joyful  News  at  hand. 

My  Bofom’s  Lord  fits  lightly  on  his  Throne, 

And  all  this  day  an  unaccuftom’d  Spirit 
Lifts  me  above  the  ground  with  chearful  thought. 

I 
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I  dream’d  Lavinia  came  and  found  me  dead, 

And  breath’d  fnch  Life  and  KifFes  on  my  Lips, 

That  I  reviv’d,  and  was  an  Emperor. 

Enter  Catulus. 

Catnl.  My  Lord  already  here?  ' 

Mar.  jun.  My  trufty  Catuhis , 

What  News  from  my  Lavinia  .<*  fpeak,  and  blefs  me. 

Catid.  She’s  very  wel!.. - — 

Mar.jm,  Then  nothing  can  be  ill. 

Something  thou  fee  m’ ft  to  know  that*s  terrible. 

Out  with  it  boldly,  Man,  What  canft  thou  fay 
Of  my  Lavima  f 

Catul .  But  one  fad  word,  She’s  dead. 

Here  in  her  Kindreds  Vault  I’ve  feen  her  laid, 

And  have  been  fearching  you  to  tell  the  News. 

Mar. jun.  Dead?  isitfo?  then  I  deny  you,  Stars. 

Go,  haften  quickly,  get  me  Ink  and  Paper. 

’Tis  done :  i’ll  hence  to  night. 

Haft  thou  no  Letters  to  me  from  the  Prieft? 

Catul.  No,  my  good  Lord. 

Mar.  jun.  No  matter,  get  thee  gone. - -  [Exit,  Catulus, 

Lavima!  yet  1*11  lie  with  thee  to  Night  \ 

But,  for  the  means.  Oh  Milchief!  thou  art  fwift 
To  catch  the  ftragling  Thoughts  of  defp’rate  Men. 

I  do  remember  an  Apothecary, 

That  dwelt  about  this  Rendezvous  of  Death : 

Meagre  and  very  rueful  were  his  Looks  \ 

Sharp  Mifery  had  worn  him  to  the  Bones  *, 

And  in  his  needy  Shop  a  Tortife  hung, 

An  Allegator  fluff’d  and  other  Skins 
Of  ill-lhap’d  Fillies :  and  about  his  Shelves 
A  beggarly  account  of  empty  Boxes, 

Green  earthen  Pots,  Bladders,  and  mufty  Seeds, 

Remnants  of  Pack-thread,  and  old  Cakes  of  Roles* 

Were  thinly  fcatter’d  to  make  up  a  Show, 

Oh  for  a  Poyfon  now !  his  Need  will  fell  it. 

Though  it  be  prefent  Death  by  Roman  Law. 

As  I  remember  this  Ihould  be  rhe  Houfe. 

His  Shop  is  (hut :  with  Beggars  all  are  Holy- days. 

Holla  ?  Apothecary  ;  hoa  1 

Enter  dfothecary. 

Afotk  Who’s  there? 

Mar.  jnn .  Come  hither,  Man. 

1  fee  thou’rt  very  poor  * 
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Thou  may’ft  do  any  thing:  here’s  fifty  Drachma's. 

Get  me  a  Draught  of  that  will  fooneft  free 
A  Wretch  from  all  his  Cares :  thou  underftand’ft  me. 

Jpoth.  Such  mortal  Drugs  I  have*  but  Roman  Law 
Speaks  Death  to  any  he  that  utters  ’em. 

Mar.  jun.  Art  thou  fo  bafe  and  full  of  Wretchednefs, 

Yet  fear’ll  to  die?  Famine  is  in  thy  Cheeks, 

Need  and  Oppreffion  ftareth  in  thy  Eyes, 

Contempt  and  Beggary  hang  on  thy  Back  * 

The  World  is  not  thy  Friend,  nor  the  World’s  Law  •, 

The  World  affords  no  Law  to  make  thee  rich : 

Then  be  not  poor,  but  break  it,  and  take  this. 
jlpoth.  My  Poverty,  but  not  my  Will  confents. — — — 

[Goes  in ,  fetches  a  Viol  of  Poyfon . 
Take  this  and  drink  it  off,  the  Work  is  done. 

Mar.  jun.  There  is  thy  Gold,  worfe  Poyfon  to  Mens  Souls, 
Doing  more  Murthers  in  this  loathfome  World 
Than  thefe  poor  Compounds  thou’rt  forbid  to  fell. 

I  fell  thee  Poyfon,  thou  baft  fold  me  none. 

Farewel — buy  Food— and  get  thy  felf  in  flefh. 

Now  for  the  Monument  of  the  Mctelli  ■■■  —  [Exit. 

{Scene  draws  off,  and  fhews 
the  Temple  and  Monument • 

Re-enters. 

It  (hould  be  here :  The  door  is  open  too. 

Th’  infatiate  mouth  of  Fate  gapes  wide  for  more. 

Enter  Prieft ,  and  Boy  with  a  Mattock^  and  Iron  Crow . 

Brief.  Give  me  the  Mattock  and  the  wrenching  Iron : 

Now  take  this  Letter,  with  what  hafte  thou  canft 

Find  out  young  Marius ,  and  deliver  it.  [Exit  Boy. 

Now  muft  I  to  the  Monument  alone. 

What  Wretch  is  he  that’s  entring  into  th’Tomb  ? 

Some  Villain  come  to  rob  and  fpoil  the  Dead. 

Whoe’er  thou  art,  flop  thy  unhallowed  purpofe. 

Mar.  jun.  Whoe’er  thou  art,  I  warn  thee  to  be  gone, 

And  do  not  interrupt  my  horrid  purpofe. 

For  elfe,  by  Heav’n  111  tear  thee  joynt  by  joynt. 

And  ftrew  this  hungry  Church-yard  with  thy  Limbs. 

My  Mind,  and  its  intents  are  favage  wild. 

More  fierce  and  more  inexorable  far 
Than  empty  Tygers  or  the  roaring  Sea. 

Priefi.  Then  as  a  facrilegious  Slave  I  charge  thee, 

Obey  and  go  with  me,  or  thou  muft  die. 
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Mar.jnn.  I  know  1  mutt,  and  therefore  I  came  hither. 

Good  Reverence,  do  not  tempt  a  defp’rateMan. 

By  Heav’n,  1  love  thee  better  than  my  felf: 

For  I  againft  my  felf  come  hither  arm’d. 

Stay  not,  be  gone - ’Live,  and  hereafter  fay, 

A  Mad* Man’s  Mercy  gave  thee  honeft  Counfel. 

Prieft.  1  do  defie  thy  Mercy  and  thy  Counfel, 

And  here  will  feize  thee  as  a  Thief  and  Robber. 

Mar,  jun .  Wilt  thou  provoke  me  ?  Then  here,  take  thy  wages. 

[Kills  hi jji,,. 

Prieft .  I’m  kill’d.  Oh  Marm !  now  too  late  I  know  thee. 
Thou’ft  flain  the  only  Man  could  do  thee  good. 

Lavinia  - - —  Oh  ! -  r  Die^ 

Mdr.jttn.  Let  me  perufe  this  Face. 

It  is  the  honeft  Prieft  that  joyn’d  our  Hands, 
in  a  Difguife  conceal'd.  Give  me  thy  Hand, 

Since  in  ill  Fate’s  black  Role  with  me  thou’rt  writ, 
ill  bury  thee  in  a  triumphant  Grave. 

Thou  deteftable  Maw,  thou  Womb  of  Death, 

Gorg'd  with  the  deareft  Morfel  of  the  Elarth, 

Thus  will  1  force  thy  rotten  Jaws  to  open,  $  Pulls  down  the 
And  fpite  of  thee  yet  cram  thee  with  more  Foo  d.Lftde  of  the  Tomb* 
Oh  gorgeous  Palace !  oh  my  Love !  my  Wife! 

Death  has  had  yet  no  pow'r  upon  thy  Beauty  • 

Thatis  not  conquer'd.  Beauty’s  Enfign  yet 
Is  Crimfon  in  thy  Lips  and  in  thy  Cheeks  ^ 

And  the  pale  Flag  is  not  advanc’d  yet. there 
Why  art  thou  ft  ill  fo  fair?  Shall- 1  believe 
That  the  lean  Monfter  Death  is  amorous, 

And  keeps  thee  here  in  Darknefs  for  his  Paramour  ? 

For  fear  of  that,  I'll  ftay  with  thee  for  ever. 

Come  bitter  Conduct,  thou  unfavory  Guide : 

Here's  to  my  Love - -  [Drink*  the  Poyfon . 

And  now  Eyes  look  your  laift 

Arms  take  your  laft  Embrace,  whilft  on  thefe  Lips 

I  fix  the  Seal  of  an  eternal  Contraft  —  — 

She  breaths  and  ftirs.  [Lavinia  wakes. 

L&vin.  in  the  Tomb.  Where  am  I  ?  Blefs  me,  Heav’n  ! 

Tis  very  cold-,  and  yet  here's  fome thing  warm - 

Mar.  fan.  She  lives,  and  we  fhall  both  be  made  Immortal. 

Speak,  my  Lavinia ,  fpeak  fome  heavenly  News. 

And  tell  me  how  the  Gods  defign  to  treat  us. 

Lavin.  Oh !  I  have  flept  a  long  Ten  thoufand  Years. 

What  have  they  done  with  me  ?  i’ll  not  be  us’d  thus , 

PH  not  wed  Sylla.  Mmm  is  my  Husband. 

Is  he  not,  Sir?  Methinks  you’re  very  like  him. 

Be 
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Be  good  as  he  is,  and  protett  me. 

Mar.  jnn.  Hah ! 

Wilt  thou  not  own  me?  am  I  then  but  like  him? 

Much,  much  indeed  I’m  chang’d  from  what  I  was  j 
And  ne’er  (hall  be  my  felf,  if  thou  art  loft. 

Lavin .  The  God’s  have  heard  my  Vows,  it  is  my  Marius. 
Once  more  they  have  reftor’d  him  to  my  Eyes. 

Hadft  thou  not  come,  fure  I  had  flept  for  ever.. 

But  there’s  a  Sovereign  Charm  in  thy  Embraces, 

That  might  do  Wonders,  and  revive  the  Dead. 

Mar.  j  an.  Ill  Fate  no  more,  Lavinia^  now  (hall  part  us, 

Nor  cruel  Parents,,  nor  opprefling  Laws. 

Did  not  Heav’n’s  Power’s  all  wonder  at  our  Loves? 

And  when  thou  told’ft  the  tale  of  thy  Difafters, 

Was  there  not  fadnefs  and  a  Gloom  amongft  ’em? 

I  know  there  was  *  and  they  in  pity  fent  thee, 

Thus  to  redeem  me  from  this  Vale  of  Torments, 

And  bear  me  with  thee  to  thofe  Hills  of  Joys. 

This  World’s  grofs  Air  grows  burthenfome  already. 

I’m  all  a  God  •,  fuch  heav’nly  Joys  tranfportme. 

That  mortal  Senfe  grows  lick  and  faints  with  lafting.  [£/#/. 

Lavin .  Oh  !  to  recount  my  Happinefs  to  thee, 

To  open  all  the  Treafure  of  my  Soul, 

And  (hew  thee  how  ’tis  fill’d,  would  wafte  more  time 
Than  fo  impatient  Love  as  mine  can  fpare. 

He’s  gone  *,  he’s  dead  \  breathlefs :  alas !  my  Marins. 

A  Vial  too  v  here,  here  has.  been  his  bane. 

O  Churl !  drink  all  ?  not  leave  one  friendly  Drop 
For  poor  Lavinia  ?  Yet  I’ll  drain  thy  Lips. 

Perhaps  fome  welcome  Poyfon  may  hang  there, 

To  help  roe  to  o’ertake  thee  on  thy  Journey. 

Clammy  and  damp  as  Earth.  Hah  /  ftains  of  Blood? 

And  a  Man  mutther’d  ?  ’Tis  th*  unhappy  Flamers. 

Who  fix  their  Joys  on  any  thing  that’s  Mortal, 

Let  ’em  behold  my  Portion,  and  defpair. 

What  lhall  l  do?  how  will  the  Gods  difpofe  me? 

Oh  !  I  could  rend  thefe  Walls  with  Lamentation, 

Tear  up  the  Dead  from  their  corrupted  Graves, 

And  dawb  the  face  of  Earth  with  her  own  Bowels. 

Enter  Marius  fenior,  and  Guards  driving  in  Metellus. 

Mar,  fen.  Purfue  the  Slave let  not  his  Gods  protect  him. 
Lavtn.  More Mifchiefs?  hah!  My  Father. 

Metell.  Oh!  I  am  flain.  (falls  down  and  dks. 

Lavin.  And  murther’d  too.  When  will  my  Woes  have  end  ? 
Come,  cruel  Ty  rant* 
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Mar.  fen.  Sure  I  hare  known  that  Face. 

Lavin.  And  canft  thcu  think  of  any  one  good  Turn 
That  l  have  done  thee,  and  not  kill  me  for’t  ? 

Mar.  fen.  Art  thou  not  cal Vd  Layma  } 

Lawn.  Once  I  was  : 

But  by  my  Woes  may  now  be  better  known. 

Mar.  fen .  I  cannot  fee  thy  Face. 

Lawn.  You  muft,  and  hear  me. 

By  this,  you  muft :  nay,  I  will  hold  you  faft.  [, Seizes  his  Sword. 
Mar.  fen.  W  hat  would’ft  thou  fay? where’s  all  thy  Rage  gone  now? 
Lavin.  I  am  Laving  born  of  Noble  Race. 

My  blooming  Beauty  conquer’d  many  Hearts, 

But  prov’d  the  greateft  Torment  of  my  own : 

Though  my  Vows  profper’d.  and  my  Love  was  anfwer’d 
By  Mariasy  the  nobleft,  goodlieft  Youth 
That  Man  e’er  envy’d  at,  or  Virgin  figh’d  for. 

He  was  the  Son  of  an  unhappy  Parent, 

And  baniih’d  with  him  when  our  Joys  were  young  9 
Scarce  a  Night  old. 

Mar.  fen.  1  do  remember’t  well, 

And  thou  art  She,  that  Wonder  of  thy  kind. 

That  could’ft  be  true  to  exil’d  Mifery, 

And  to  and  fro  through  barren  Defarts  range. 

To  find  th’ unhappy  Wretch  thy  Soul  was  fond  of. 

Lavin.  Do  you  remember’t  well? 

Mar,  fen.  In  every  point. 

Lavin.  You  then  wt  re  gentle,  took  me  in  your  Arms, 
Embrac’d  me,  bleft  me,  us'd  me  like  a  Father. 

And  fure  1  was  not  thanklefs  for  the  Bounty. 

Mr.  r  fen.  No,  thou  wer’t,  next  the  Gods,  my  only  Comfort. 
When  1  lay  fainting  on  the  dry  parcht  Earth, 

Beneath  the  fcorching  heat  of  burning  Noon, 

Hungry  and  dry,  no  Food  nor  Friend  to  chear  me : 

Then  Thou,  as  by  the  Gods  fome  Angel  fent, 

Cam’ft  by,  and  in  Companion  didft  relieve  me. 

Lavin.  Did  I  all  this  ? 

Mar .  fen ,  Thou  didft,  and  fav’dft  my  Life, 

Elfe  1  had  funk  beneath  the  weight  of  Want,i 
And  biu  a  Prey  to  my  remorfelefs  Foes. 

Lavin.  And  fee  how  well  I  am  at  laft  rewarded. 

All  could  not  balance  for  the  (hort  term’d  Life 
Of  one  Old  Man :  You  have  my  Father  butcher’d, 

The  only  Comfort  I  had  left  on  Earth. 

The  Gods  have  taken  too  my  Husband  from  me. 

See  where  he  lies,  your  and  ray  only  Joy. 

This  Sword  yet  reeking  with  my  Father’s  Gore, 


Plunge 


tf  Caius  Marius.  dy 

Plunge  it  into  my  Breaft  :  plunge,  plunge  it  thus. 

And  now  let  Rage,  Dift ration  and  Defpair 
Seize  all  Mankind,  till  they  grow  mad  as  I  am. 

[ Stabs  her  felf  with  his  Sword. 

Mar,  fen.  Nay,  now  thou  haft  outdone  me  much  in  Cruelty. 

By  Nature’s  Light  extinguifh’d  *,  Jet  the  San 

Withdraw  his  Beams,  and  put  the  World  in  Darknefs,  ' 

Whiift  here  1  howl  away  my  Life  in  Sorrows. 

Oh !  let  me  bury  Me  and  all  my  Sins 

Here  with  this  good  Old  Man.  Thus  let  me  kifs 

Thy  pale  funk  Cheeks,  embalm  thee  with  my  Tears. 

My  Son,  how  cam’ll  thou  by  this  wretched  End  ? 

We  might  have  all  bin  Friends,  and  in  one  Houfe 
Enjoy’d  the  Bleflings  of  Eternal  Peace. 

But  oh  !  my  cruel  Nature  has  undone  me.  J 

Enter  Mejfenger. 

Mef,  My  Lord,  I  bring  youmoft  difaftrous  News. 

Sylld s  return’d :  his  Army’s  on  their  march 
From  Capua,  and  to  morrow  will  reach  Rom. 

At  which  the  Rabble  are  in  new  Rebellion, 

And  your  Sulpitius  mortally  is  wounded. 

Enter  Sulpitius  ( [led  in  by  two  of  the  Guards')  WGraniuS, 

Mar .  fen.  Oh !  then  I’m  ruin’d  from  this  very  moment? 

Has  my  good  Genius  left  me  ?  Hope  forfakes  me. 

The  Name  of  SyUa3 s  baneful  to  my  Fortune. 

Be  warn’d  by  me,  ye  Great  ones,  how  y’emhroil 
Your  Country’s  Peace,  and  dip  your  Hands  in  Slaughter. 

Ambition  is  a  Lull  that’s  never  qu^ncht, 

Grows  more  inflam’d  and  madder  by  Enjoyment, 

Bear  me  away,  and  lay  me  on  my  Bed, 

A  hopelcfs  VelTel  bound  for  the  dark  Land 

Of  loathfome  Death,  and  loaded  deep  with  Sorrows.  {He  is  ledoff. 

Sulpit .  A  Curfe  on  all  Repentance!  how  I  hate  it ! 

I’d  rather  hear  a  Dog  howl  than  a  Man  whine 

Gran.  You’re  wounded,  Sir :  I  hope  it  is  not  much. 

Snip.  No  \  ’tis  not  lo  deep  as  a  Well,  nor  fo  wide  as  a  Church- 
door  j  But ’tis  enough ;  ’twill  ferve;  I  am  pepper’d  I  warrant, 
I  warrant  for  this  World.  A  Pox  on  all  Mad- men  hereafter.  If 
I  get  a  Monument,  let  this  be  my  Epitaph: 

Sulpitius  lies  here ,  that  trouble  fame  SUvey 
That  fent  many  honefler  Men  to  the  Grave , 

And  dyd  lik$  a  Fool  when  h'  had  liv'd  like  a  Knave.  {Ex,  Omnes . 


FINIS , 


EPILOGUE 

Spoke  by  Mrs.  Barry,  who  a&ed  LaYmta. 

AMifchief  ont  !  though  I'm  agen  alive. 

May  I  believe  this  Flay  of  ours  [hall  thrive  > 
This  Drumming ,  Trumpeting ,  and  Fighting  Play  : 

Why ,  what  a  Devil  will  the  People  fay  > 

The  Nation  that's  without ,  and  hears  the  Din , 

Will  /wear  ware  raifing  Volunteers  agen « 

For  know ,  our  Poet ,  when  this  Play  was  made , 

Had  nought  hut  Drums  and  Trumpets  in  his  head . 

IT  had  banifh'd  Poetry  and  all  her  Charms , 

And  needs  the  Fool  would  be  a  Man  at  Arms. 

No  Prentice  e'er  grown  weary  of  Indentures 
Had  fuch  a  longing  mind  to  feek  Adventures . 

Nay ,  fure  at  la  ft  th'  Inf  eft  ion  general  grew  ; 

For  Pother  day  I  was  a  Captain  too  : 

Neither  for  Flanders  nor  for  France  to  roam , 

But,  jusl  as  you  were  all  to  flay  at  home . 

And  now  for  you  who  here  come  wrapt  in  Cloaks , 

Only  for  love  of  Underhill  and  Nurfe  Noakes  ; 

Our  Poet  fays ,  one  day  to  4  Play  ye  come , 

Which  ferves  ye  half  a  Tear  for  Wit  at  home . 

But  which  amongst  you  is  there  to  be  found , 

Will  take  his  third  Days  Pawn  for  Fifty  Pound  ? 

Or,  now  is  he  Cafhierd ,  will  fairly  venture 
To  give  him  ready  /Money  for  s  Debenture  ? 

Therefore  when  he  receiv'd ,  that  Fatal  Doom , 

This  Play  came  forth ,  in  hopes  his  Friends  would  come 
7 0  help  a  poor  Disbanded  Soldier  home. 
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